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PN Or U BK 


HEN rig diſturbs, or floth corrupts an age, 
Keen ſatyr is the buſineſs 4 the flage. 
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l gen the Plain Dealer writ, he laſb d thoſe crimes 
Which then infeſted moſt the modiſh times : 

But now when faction ſleeps, and ſloth is fled, 
And all our youth in ative fields are bred ; : 


When thre GREAT BRIT AIN's fair extenſive round, 
The trumps of fame, the notes of UNION found ; 
When ANNA's /ceptre points the laws their courſe 
And her example give her precepts force; . 
T here ſcarce is room for ſatyr; all our lays 
Muſt be, or ſongs of triumph, or of praiſe. 

ut as in grounds beſt cultivated, tares 
And poppies riſe among the golden ears ; 
Our product ſo, fit for the field or ſchool, 
Muft mix with nature's favourite plant a fool, 
A ewweed that has to twenty ſummers ran, F 
Shoots up in flalk, and vegetates to man. + 
Simpling our ausbor goes from field to field ; 
And culls ſuch fools as may diver/ion yield; 
And, thanks to nature, there's no want of thoſe, 
For rain or ſhine, the thriving coxcomb grows. 
Follies to-night we ſbeau, ne er laſh'd before, 
Yet ſuch as nature ſhews you ev'ry hour; 
Nor can the pictures give a juſt offence, 
For fools are made for jeſts to men of ſenſe. 
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ACT LL SOCENK. a. 
Enter Boniface running. { Bar-bell rings. 


Bon. Hamberlain, Maid, Cherry, Daughter 
Cherry ; all aſleep? ali dead ? - 
Emer Cherry running. 

Cher. Here, here. Why d'ye bawl fo, father? 
d'ye think we have no ears? 

Bon. Vou deſerve to have none, you young minx: 
"The company of the Warringtox coach has Rood in 
the hall this hour, and no body to ſhew am to their 
chambers. 

Cher. And let 'em wait, father; chengh $ neither 
red coat in the coach, nor footman behind it. 

Ben. But they threaten to go to another inn to- 
night. 

Cher. That they dare not, for fear the coachman 
ſhou'd overturn them to-morrow.—[ Ringing] Com- 
ing, coming: here's the London coach arriy'd. 


Enter ſeveral people with trunks, band-boxes, with other 
luggage, and croſs the flage. 
Bon. Welcome, ladies. 
Cher. Very welcome, gentlemen—— Chamberlain, 
ſhew the Lion and the Roſe. [Exit with 'the company. 


Enter Aimwell in a riding habit, Archer as footman 
carrying a portmanteau. 

Bon. This way, this way, gentlemen. ' 

Aim. Set down the things; go to the ſtable, and 
ſee my horſes well rubb'd. 

Arch. I ſhall, fir, [ Exit. 

Aim. You're my landlord, I ſuppoſe ? 

Ben. Yes, fir, Pm old Will. Boniface, pretty well 
known upon this road, as the ſaying is. 

A 3 Aim. 
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Aim. O! Mr. Boniface, your ſervant. 

Bon. O! fir, what will your honour pleaſe to 
drink, as the ſaying is? 

Aim. I have heard your town of Litchfield much 
fam'd for ale, I think; Ill taſte that. | 

Bon. Sir, I have now in my cellar ten tun of the 
beſt ale in Szaferdjbire ; "tis ſmooth as oil, ſweet as 
milk, clear as amber, and ſtrong as bra dy, and will 
be juſt fourteen years old the 5th day of next March, 
old ſtyle. | 

Aim. Vou're very exact, I find, in the age of your ale. 

Bon. As punctual, fir, as I am in the age of my 
children: I'll ſhew you ſuch ale — here, tapſter, 
broach number 1706, as the ſaying is; ſir, you 
ſhall taſte my Anno Domini I have liv'd in Litch- 
field, man and boy, above eight and fifty years, and 
I believe have not conſum'd eight and fifty ounces of 
meat. 

Aim. At a meal, you mean, if one may gueſs your 
ſenſe by your bulk. . 

Bon. Not in my life, fir: I have fed purely upon 
ale; I have eat my ale, drank my ale, and I always 
ſleep upon ale. | | 

| Enter Tapſter with a Tankard. 
Now, fir, you ſhall ſee, your. Worſhip's health: ha! 
delicious, delicious fancy it Burgundy, only fan- 
cy it, and 'tis worth ten ſhillings a quart. 

Aim. [ Drinks.) Tis confounded ſtrong. 


Bon. Strong! It muſt be ſo, or how wou'd we be 


ſtrong that drink it ? 


Aim. And have you liv'd ſo long upon this ale, 
landlord ? 


Bon. Eight and fifty years, upon my credit, fir; 


but it kill'd my wife, poor woman, as the ſaying is. 


Aim. How came that to paſs ? | 
Bon. I don't know how, fir ; ſhe would not let the 
ale take its natural courſe, fir ; ſhe was for qualify- 
Ing it every now and then with a dram, as the ſaying 
is; and an honeſt gentleman that came this way from 
Treland, made her a preſent of of a dozen bottles of 
_ Uſquebaugh—— but the poor woman was never e 
| | alter 
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after: But, however, I was oblig'd to the gentleman, 


you know. 


Aim. Why, was it the Uſquebaugh that kill'd her ? 
Bon. My Lady Bountiful ſaid ſo—ſhe, good lady, 


did what could be done ; ſhe cur'd her of three tym- 


panies, but the fourth carry'd her off; but ſhe's happy, 
and I'm contented, as the ſaying 1s. 
Aim. Who's that Lady Bountiful, you mention'd ? 
Bon. *Ods my life, fir, we'll drink her health. 
[Drinks.] My Lady Bountiful is one of the beſt of wo- 
men : her laſt huſband, Sir Charles Bountiful, left 


her worth a thouſand pounds a year; and, I believe, 


ſhe lays out one half on't in charitable uſes for the 


good of her neighbours ; ſhe cures rheumatiſms, rup- 


tures, and broken ſhins in men; * green-ſicknels, 
© obſtructions, and fits of the mother in women: 
The king's evil, chin-cough, and chilblains in chil- 
dren : in ſhort, ſhe has cured more people in and 
about Litchfield within ten years, than the doors have 


kill'd in twenty, and that's a bold word. 


Aim. Has the lady been any other way uſeful in her 


generation? | 
Bon. Yes, fir, ſhe has a daughter by Sir Charles, 


the fineſt woman in all our country, and the greateſt 


fortune: She has a ſon too, by her firſt huſband, 
Squire Sullen, who marry'd a fine lady from London 
t'other day ; if you pleaſe, fir, we'll drink his health. 
Aim. What ſort of a man is he? | 
Bon. Why, fir, the man's well enough; ſays little, 
thinks leſs, and does—nothing at all, faith: but he's 
a man of great eſtate and values nobody. | 
Aim. A ſportſman, I ſuppoſe ? 
Bon. Yes, fir, he's a man of pleaſure ; he plays at 


- whiſt, and ſmoaks his pipe eight and forty hours to- 
gether ſometimes, 


W _ A fine ſportſman, truly! and marry'd, you 
y? | | 
Bon. Ay, and to a curious woman, fir—but he's 


'a——He wants it here, ſir. 


[Pointing to his forehead. 
5 | Aim. 
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Aim. He has it there, you mean. 

Bon. That's none of my buſineſs, he's my landlord, 
and ſo a man, you know, wou'd not but I-cod, 
he's no better than—ſir, my humble ſervice to you. 
[Drinks.] Tho' I value not a farthing what he can do 
to me; I pay him his rent at quarter-day ; I have a 
good running-trade ; I have but one daughter, and I 
can give her—but no matter for that, 

Aim. You're very happy, Mr. Boniface; pray, 
what other company have you in town ? 

Bon. A power of fine ladies ; and then we have the 
French officers. 

Aim. O that's right, you have a good many of 
thoſe gentlemen : .pray, how do you like their com- 
pany ? 1 

Bon. So well, as the ſaying is, that I cou'd wiſh we 
had as many more of 'em; they are full of money, 
and pay double for every thing they have ; they know, 
fir, that we paid good round taxes for the taking of 
'em, and ſo they are willing to reimburſe us a little: 
one of *em lodges in my houſe, 

+: Enter Archer. | 

Arch. Landlord, there are ſome French Gentlemen 
below, that aſk for you. | 

Ben. I'll wait on 'em Does your maſter ſtay 
long in town, as the ſaying is. [To Archer, 

Arch, I can't tell, as the ſaying is. 

Bon. Come from Lendon ? 

Arch No! 

Bon. Going to London, may hap ! 

Arch. No! | 

Bon. An odd fellow this; [ Bar-bell rings.) I beg 
your worſhip's pardon, I'll wait on you in half a mi- 
nute. | „ 

Aim. The coaſt's clear, I ſee Now my dear 
Archer, welcome to Litchfeld. 

Arch. I thank thee, my dear brother in iniquity. 

Aim. Iniquity! prithee, leave canting; you need 
not change your ſtyle with your dreſs. 

Arch, Don't miſtake me, Ainauell, for tis ſtill my 

; maxim, 


— 


— 
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maxim, that there's no ſcandal like rags, nor any 
crimes ſo ſhameful as poverty. | 

Aim. The world confeſſes it every day in its prac- 
© tice, tho* men won't own it for their opinion: who 
did that worthy lord, my brother, fingle out of the 
« fide-box to ſup with him t'other night ? 

* Arch. Jack Handicraft, a handſome, well-dreſs'd, 
* mannerly, ſharping rogue, who keeps the belt com- 
« pany in town. ; Z# 

Aim. Right; and pray, who marry'd my Lady 
* Manſlaughter Cother day, the great fortune? 

Arch. Why, Nick Marrowbone, a profeſs'd pick- 
pocket, and a good bowler ; but he makes a hand- 
* ſome figure, and rides in his coach that he formerly 
© uſed to ride behind. 

Aim. But did you obſerve poor Fact Generous in 
* the Park laſt week ? ; 

* Arch. Yes, with his autumnal periwig, ſhading 
* his melancholy face, his coat older than any thing 
but its faſhion, with one hand idle in his pocket, 
and with the other picking his uſeleſs teeth; and tho? 
* the Mall was crowded with company, yet was poor 
Fact as ſingle and ſolitary as a lion in a deſart. 

* Aim. And as much avoided, for no crime upon 


earth but the want of money. 


« Arch. And that's enough; men muſt not be poor; 
idleneſs is the root of all evil; the world's wille 
enough, let em buftle : fortune has taken the weak 
under her protection, but men of ſenſe are left to their 
induſtry. 5 

Aim. Upon winch er we proceed, and, I think, 
luckily hitherto: wou'd not any man ſwear now that 
Jam a man of quality, and you my ſervant, when if 
our intrinſick value were known ö | 

Arch. Come, come, we are the men of intrinfick- 
value, who can ſtrike our fortunes out of ourſelves, 
whoſe worth is independent of accidents in life, or 
revolutions in government: we have heads to get 
money, and hearts to ſpend it. SC | 

Aim. As to our/hearts, I grant ye, they are as wil- 


ling tits as any within twenty degrees; but I can 
| A 


5 have 
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have no great opinion of our heads from the ſervice 
they have done us hitherto, unleſs it be that they brought 
us from London hither to Litchfield, made me a Lord, 
and ycu my ſervant. 

Arch. That's more than you cou'd expect already. 
But what money have we left ? 

Aim. But two hundred pounds. 85 

Arch. And our horſes, cloaths, rings, c. why 
we have very good fortunes now for moderate people; 
and let me tell you, that this two hundred pounds 
with the experience that we are now maſters of, is a 
better eſtate than the ten thouſand we have ſpent 
| Our friends indeed began to ſuſpe& that our 
ns were low, but we came off with flying colours, 

ew'd no ſigns of want either in word or deed. 
Ain. Ax, and our going to Bruſſels was a good pre- 
tence enough for our ſudden diſappearing ; and, I war- 
rant you, our friends imagine, that we are gone a 
volunteering. 1 5 

Arch. Why, faith if this project fails, it muſt e' en 
come to that. I am for venturing one of the hundreds, 
if you will, upon this knight errantry; but in caſe it 
ſhould fail, we'll reſerve the other to _ us to ſome 
counterſcarp, where we may die as we liv'd, in a blaze. 

Aim. With all my heart, and we have liv'd juſtly, 
Archer ; we can't ſay that we have ſpent our for tunes, 
but that. we have enjoy'd em. : 

Arch. Right ; ſo much pleaſure for ſo much money ; 
we have had our penny-worths ; and had I millions, I 
wou'd go to the ſame market again, O London, London 
well, we have had our ſhare, and let us be thankful : 
paſt pleaſures, for ought I know, are beſt, ſuch we are 
ſure of; thoſe to come may diſappoint us. 
Ain. It has often griev'd the heart of me, to ſee how 
* ſome inhuman wretchcs murder their kind fortunes ; 
* thoſe that by ſacrificing all to one appetite, ſhall ſtarve 
all thereſt—You ſhall have ſome that live only in their 
| fs 1 in theirſenſe of taſtingſhalldrown the other 

four: others are only epicures in appearances, ſuch who 


- * ſhall ſtarve their nights to make a figure a days, and 
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* famiſh their own, to feed the eyes of others : a contrary 
* ſort confine their pleaſures to the dark, and contract 
© their ſpacious acres to the circuit of a muft-ſtring. 

* Arch. Right; but they find the Indies in that ſpot” 
© where they conſume *em, and, I think, your kind 
© keepers have much the beſt on't ; for they indulge the 
© moſt ſenſes by one expence, there's the ſeeing, hear- 
ing and feeling, amply gratify'd ; and ſome philo- 
© ſophers will tell you, that from ſuch a commerce, 
© there ariſes a ſixth ſenſe, that gives infinitely more 
'* pleaſure than the other five put together. 

Aim. And to pals to the other extremity,” of all 
© keepers, I think thoſe the worſt that keep their money. 
Arch. Thoſe are the moſt miſerable wights in being: 
© they deſtroy the rights of nature, and Bar oint the 
bleſſings of Providence: give me a man that keeps his 
five ſenſes keen and bright as his ſword, that has em, 
always drawn out in their juſt order and ſtrength, 
with his reaſon, as commander at the head of em, 
© thatdetaches'em by turns upon whatever party of plea- 
* ſure agreeably offers, and commands 'em to retreat 
© upon the leaſt appearance of diſadvantage, or danger: 
For my part, I can ſtick to my bottle, while my wine, 
© my company, and my reaſon, hold good ; I can be 
© charm'd with Sappho's ſinging, without falling in love 
© with her face: I love hunting, but would not, like 
© AXzon, be eaten up by my own dogs; I love a fine 
© houſe, but let another keep it; and juſt ſo I love a 

fine woman. | | 

Aim. In that laſt particular you have the better of me. 

© Arch. Ay, you're ſuch an amourous puppy, that I'm 
© afraid you'll ſpoil our ſport; you can't counterfeit the 
© paſſion without feeling it. 

Aim. Tho” the whining part be out of doors in 
town, *tis ſtill in force with the country ladies 
And let me tell you, Frank, the fool in that paſſion 
ſhall outdo the knave at any time. | 

Arch. Well, I won't diſpute it now ;? but you 
command for the day, and ſo I ſubmit ; —At. Netting- 
ham, you know, I am. to be maſter, - 

Aim. 
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Aim. And at Lincoln, I again. h 
Arch. Then, at Norwich | mount, which, Ithink, ſhall 


be our laſt ſtage; for, if we fail there, we'll embark 


* 


for Holland, bid adieu to Venus, and welcome Mars. 
Aim, A match! [ Euter Boniface.] Mum. 
Bon. What will your worſhip pleaſe to have for 
ſupper ? ; 
Aim. What have you got ? 
Ben. Sir, we have a delicate piece of beef in the pot, 
and a pig at the hre. 


Aim. Good ſupper-meat, I muſt confeſs I can't 


eat beef, landlord. 


Arch. And I hate pig. | 
Aim. Hold your prating, firrah ! do you know who 


you are? ä Aſade. 


Bon. Pleaſe to beſpeak ſomething elſe; I have every 
thing in the houſe. | 

Aim, Have you any veal ? 

Bon. Veal! Sir, we had a delicate loin of veal on 
Wedneſday laft. ; | 

Aim. Have you got any hh, or wild-fowl ? 

Bon. As for fiſh, truly, ſir, we are an inland town, 


and indifferently provided with fiſh, that's the truth 
on't; but then for wild-fowl !——We have a delicate 


couple of rabhets. 

Aim. Get me the rabbets fricaſſeed. 

Ben. Fricaſſeed! Lard, fir, they'll eat much better 
ſmother'd with onions. | 

Arch. Pſhaw ! Rot your onions, £7 
Aim. Again firrah;—Well, Landlord, what you 
pleaſe ; but hold, I have a ſmall charge of money, 
and your houſe is ſo full of ſtrangers, that I believe it 
may be ſafer in your cuſtody than mine; for when this 
ſellow of mine gets drunk, he minds nothing 


Here, firrah, reach me the ſtrong box. 


Arch. Yes, fir, — this will give us reputation. 

+ [Afide. Brings the box 

Aim. Here; landlord, the locks are fealed down 
beth for your ſecurity and mine; it holds ſomewhat 
above two hundred pounds; if you doubt it, I'll count 
it to you after ſupper ; But be ſure you lay it where I 
| | may 
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may have it at a minute's warning; for my affairs are 
a little dubious at preſent; perhaps I may be gone in 
half an hour, perhaps I may be your gueſt till the 
beſt part of that be ſpent ; and pray order your oftler 
to keep my horſes ready ſaddled: but one thing above 
the reſt I muſt beg; that you would let this fellow 
have none of your Anno Domini, as you call it ; 
for he's the moſt inſufferable ſot Here, firrah, 
light me to my chamber. 

Arch. Yes, Sir! [Exit, /ghted by Archer. 

Bon. Cherry, Daughter Cherry. 

| Enter Cherry. 

Cher. D'ye call, father ? 

Bon. Ay, child, you muſt lay by this box for the 
gentleman, *tis full of money. ; 

Cher. Money! all that money! why ſure, father, 
the gentleman comes to be choſen parliament-man. 
Who is he ? 

Bon. I don't know what to make of him; he talks 
of keeping his horſes ready ſaddled, and of going per- 
haps at a minute's warning, or of ſtaying perhaps til! 
the beſt part of this be ſpent. i 

Cher. Ay! ten to one, father, he's a highwayman. - 
Bon. A highwayman! upon my life, girl, you have 
hit it, and this box is ſome new-purchaſed booty. 
Now, cou'd we find him out, the money were ours. 

Cher. He don't belong to our gang. 

Bon. What horſes have they ? 

Cher. The maſter rides upon a black. 

Bon. A black! ten to one- the man upon the black 
mare; and ſince he don't belong to our fraternity, we 
may betray him with a ſafe. conſcience : F don't think 
it lawful-to harbour any rogues but my own. Look'e 
child, as the ſaying is, we muſt go cunr«.agly' to work 
proofs we muſt have; the gentleman's ſervant loves 
drink, I'll ply him that way, and ten to one he loves 
a wench ; you muſt work him t'other way. 

| Cher. Father, wou'd you have me give my ſecret 

for his? | 
| Bon, Conſider, child, there's two hundred pounds 
to 


223 
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to boot. [ Ringing without.] Coming, coming 


child, mind your buſineſs. 


Cher. What a rogue is my father! My father! I 
deny it——My. mother was a good,. generous, free- 
hearted woman, and'I can't tell how far her good na- 
ture might have extended for the good of her children. 
This landlord of mine, for I think I can call him no 


more, would betray his gueſt, and debauch his daugh- 


ter into the bargain, —— by a footman too 
Enter Archer. 
Arch. What footman, pray, miſtreſs, is ſo happy as: 


to be the ſubje of your contemplation ? 


Cher. Whoever he is, friend, he'll be but little 
the better for't. 

Arch. I hope ſo, for, I'm ſure, youdid not think of me. 

Cher. Suppoſe I had? © 

Arch. Why then you're but even with me ; for the- 
minute I came in, I was conſidering in what manner 


I fhould make love to you. 


Cher. Love to me, friend !. 
Arch. Yes, child. | | 
Cher. Child! manners; if you kept a little more: 
diſtance, friend, it would become you much better, 
Arch. Diſtance ! good night, ſaucebox. [ Going. 
Cher. A pretty fellow; I ike his pride. —Sir, pray, 
fir, you ſee, fir, [Archer returns] I have the credit to 
be intruſted with your maſter's fortune here, which ſets. 
me a degree above his footman ; I hope, fir, you an't 
g 
Arch. Let me look you full in the face, and P11 tel! 
you whether you can affront. me or no.——'Sdeath 
child, you have a pair of delicate eyes,. and you don't 
know what to do with *em. | 
Cher. Why fir, don't I ſee every body? | 
Arch. Ay, but if ſome women had 'em, they wou'd 


kill every body.—Prithee inſtruct. me, I wou'd fain 


make love to you, but I don't know what to ſay. 
Cher. Why, did you. never make love to any body 
before ? 
Arch. Never to a perſon of your figure, I can aſſure 
| e You,, 
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8 you, madam; my addreſſes have been always confin'd 
Y to people within my own ſphere, I never aſpir'd ſo 
WM high before. 

3 1 Archer gg. 
32 . But you hok fo bright, 

1 And are dre/s'd fo tight, 

g That a man wou'd ſwear youre right, 

Hs arm was Ver laid over. 


Such an 0 
You freely wear 
To enſuare, 


As makes each gueſt a over + 


Since then, my dear, Im your gue}F.. 
Prithee give me of the beſt 
Of what is ready dreſt: 
Since then my dear, &c. 


Cher. * What can I think of this man? [4/fde.? 
Will you give me that ſong, far ? 
Arch. Ay, my dear, take it while it is warm. 
[ Kiges her] Death and fire! her lips are honey-combs. 
Cher. And I wiſh there had been a ſwarm of bees 
too, to have ſtung you for your impudence. 
Arch, There's a ſwarm of Cup:ids, my little Venus, 
that has done the buſineſs much better. | 
Cher. This fellow is miſbegotten as well as I. [ 4/de.] 
What's your name, fir? | 
Arch. Name! egad I have forgot it. [4/ide.] Oh? 
Martin. | : x | 
Cher. Where were you born ? 
Arch. In St. Martin's pariſh. 
Cher. What was your Eher ? 
Arch. Of—of ——St. Martin's pariſh. 
Cher. Then friend, good-night, : 
Arch. I hope not. | — 
Cher. You may depend upon't. 
Arch. Upon what? | 
Cher, That you're very impudent. 
Ar ch, 
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Arch. That you're very handſome, 

Cher. That you're a footman. 

Arch. That you're an angel. 

_ Cher. I ſhall be rude. 

Arch. So ſhall I. 

Cher. Let go my hand. 

Arch. Give me a kiſs. 

[Kifjes her. Boniface calls without Cherry, Cherry. 

Cher. I'm My father calls; you plaguy devil, 
how durſt you ſtop my breath ſo?: Offer to follow me 
one ftep, if you dare. [ Exit, 

Arch. A fair challenge, by this light; this is a pretty 
fair opening of an adventure; but we are knight- 
errants, and fo fortune be our guide. [Ait 


— 


— 


— 


%. 


„F | 
SCENE a Gallery * Lady Bountiful's Honſe. 


9 5 Mrs. Sullen and Dorinda meeting. 


Dor. Orrow, my dear ſiſter; are you for church 
| this morning ? 

Mrs. Sul. Any where to pray; for Heaven alone 
can help me: but I think, Dorinda, there's no form 
of prayer in the Liturgy againſt bad huſbands. : 

Dor. But there's a form of law at Doctors Commons; 
and I ſwear, ſiſter Sullen, rather than ſee you thus con- 
tinually diſcontented, I wou'd adviſe you to apply to 
that: for beſides the part that I bear in your vexatious 
broils, as being fiſter to the huſband, and friend to 
the wife, your examples give me ſuch an impreſſion of 


, matrimony, that I ſhall be apt to condemn my perſon 


to a long vacation all its life But ſuppoſing, madam, 
that you brought it to a caſe of ſeparation, what can 
you urge againſt your huſband? my brother is, firſt, 
the moſt conſtant man alive. 
Mrs. Ful. The moſt conſtant huſband, I grant ye. 
Dor. He never ſleeps from you, Fe 
ors 
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Mrs. Sal. No, he always ſleeps with me. 
Dor. He allows you a maintenance ſuitable to your 
quality. + | 
Mrs. Sal. A maintenance! do you take me, madam, 
for an hoſpital child, that ] muſt fit down, and bleſs 
my benefactors, for meat, drink, and cloaths? As I 
take it, madam, I brought your brother ten thouſand 
pounds, out of which I might expe&t ſome pretty 
things, call'd pleaſures. | 
Dor. You ſhare in all the pleaſures that the country 
affords. | | 
Mrs. Sul. Country pleaſures ! racks and torments! 
doſt think, child, that my limbs were made for leaping 
of ditches, and clambring over ſtiles; or that my 
parents wiſely foreſeeing my future happineſs in coun- 
try pleaſures, had early inſtructed me in rural accom- 
liſhments of drinking fat ale, playing at whiſt, and 
Lacks tobacco with my huſband ; or of ſpreading 
of plaiſters, brewing of diet-drinks, and ftilling roſe- 
mary- water, with the good old gentlewoman my mother- 
in-law ? = 
Dor. I'm ſorry, madam, that it is not more in our 
power to divert you; I cou'd wiſh, indeed, that our 
entertainments were a little more polite, or your taſte 
a little leſs refin'd : but pray, madam, how came the 
poets and philoſophers, that labour'd ſo much in hunt- 
ng pleaſure, to place it at laſt in a country life ? 
Mrs. Sul. Becauſe they wanted money, child, to 
find out the pleaſures of the town : Did you ever hear 
of a poet or philoſopher worth ten thouſand pounds ? if 
you can ſhew me ſuch a man, I'll lay you fifty pounds 
you'll find him ſomewhere within the weekly bills. 
Not that I diſapprove rural pleaſures, as the poets 
have painted them in their landſcapes; every Phyllis 
has her Corydon, every murmuring ſtream, and every 
flow'ry mead give freſh alarms to love—Beſides, you'll 
find, that their . were never marry' d: But 
2 I ſee.my Corydon, and a ſweet ſwain it is, 
eaven knows— Come, Dorinda, don't be angry, he's 
my huſband, and your brother, and between both, is 


he not a ſad brute ? | 
, & Dor. 
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Dor. I have nothing to ſay to your part of him, 
you're the beſt judge. edt 
Mrs. Sal. O fiſter, ſiſter! if ever you marry, beware 
of a ſullen, filent ſot, one that's always muſing, but 
never thinks. — There's ſome diverſion in a talkin 
blockhead ; and fince a woman muſt wear chains, f 
wou' d have the pleaſure of hearing em rattle a little. 
Now you ſhall ſee.; but take this by the way, he 
came home this morning at his uſual hour of four, 
waken'd me out of a ſweet dream of ſomething elle, 
by tumbling over the tea-table, which he broke all to 
pieces; after his man and he has rowl'd about the 
room like ſick paſſengers in a ſtorm, he comes flounce 
into bed, dead as a ſalmon into a fiſlhmonger's baſket ; 
his feet cold as ice, his breath hot as a furnace, and 
his hands and his face as greaſy as his flannel night- 
cap—— Oh . matrimony !——He toſſes 
up the cloaths with a barbarous ſwing over his ſhoul- 
ders, diſorders the whole oeconomy of my bed, leaves 
me half naked, and my whole night's comfort is the 
tuneable ſerenade of that wakeful nightingale, his 
noſe.—— O the pleaſure of counting the melancholy 
clock by a ſnoring huſband ! But now, fiſter, you 
ſhall ſee how handſomely, being a well-bred man, he 
will beg my pardon. | | 


Enter Sullen 


Sul. My head akes conſumedly. | 
Mrs. Sz/. Will you be pleaſed, my dear, to drink 

tea with us this morning ? it may do your head good, 
| Sal. No. — 
Dor. Coffee, brother ? 
Sul. Pſhaw ! | 
Mrs. Sul. Will you pleaſe to dreſs, and go to church 
with me ? the air may help you. | 
Sul. Serub. 

| Enter Scrab. 

Scrub. Sir 
Sul. What day o'th* week is this? 10 
Scrub, Sunday, an't pleaſe your worſhip. 


Sl. 


— 


THE BEAUX STRATAGEM. 19 


Sul. Sunday! bring me a dram; and d'ye hear, ſet 
out the veniſon-paſty, and a tankard of ſtrong beer 
upon the hall-table, I'Il go to breakfaſt. [ Going. 

Dor. Stay, ſtay, brother, you ſhan't get off ſo ; you 
were very naught laſt * and muſt make your wife 
reparation : come, come, brother, won't you aſk pardon ? 

Sul. For what? 

Dor. For being drunk laſt night. 

Sul. I can afford it, can't I ? 

Mrs. Sul. But I can't, fir. 

Sul, Then you may let it alone. : 

Mrs. Sal. But I muſt tell you, ſir, that this is not 
to be borne, i | EE 

Sul. I'm glad on't. | 

Mrs. Sul. What is the reaſon, fir, that you uſe me 
thus inhumanly ? 

Sul. Scrub. 

Scrub. Sir! | 
Sul. Get things ready to ſhave my head. [ Exit. 

Mrs: Sul. Have a care of coming near his temples, 
Scrub, for fear you meet ſomething there that may turn 
the edge of your razor. [ Exit. Scrub. ] Inveterate ſtupi- 
dity ! did you ever know ſo hard, ſo obſtinate a ſpleen 
as his? O ſiſter, ſiſter!, I ſhall never ha' good of the 
beaſt till I get him to town; London, dear London is 
the place for managing and breaking a huſband. 

Dor. And has not A. the ſame opportunities 
there for humbling a wife ? | n 

Mrs. Sul. No, no, child, *tis a ſtanding maxim in 
conjugal diſcipline, that when a man wou'd enſlave his 
wife, he hurries her into the country; and when a lady 
would be arbitrary with her huſband, ſhe wheedles her 
booby up to town——A man dare not play the tyrant 
in London, becauſe there are ſo many examples to en- 
courage the ſubject to rebel. O Dorinda, Dorinda / 
a fine woman may do any thing in London: O' my 
conſcience, ſhe may raiſe an army of forty thouſand 
men. | | 

Dor. I fancy, ſiſter, you have a mind to be trying 
your power that way here in Litchſield; you have drawn 
the French Count to your colours already. 1 


mm——ꝛb——— —— yr ĩk—— e - 
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Mrs. Sul. The French are a people that can't live 

without their gallantries. | 
Dor. And fome Exgliſb that I know, ſiſter, are not 
averſe to ſuch amuſements. | 

Mrs. Sal. Well, fiſter, ſince the truth muſt out, it 
may do as well now as hereafter ; I think, one way to 
rouſe my lethargick, ſottiſh huſband, is to give him a 
rival; ſecurity begets negligence in all people, and 
men mult be alarm'd to make 'em alert in their duty: 
women are like pictures, of no value in the hands 
of a fool, till he hears men of ſenſe bid high for the. 
purchaſe. 

Dor. This might do, ſiſter, if my brother's under- 
ſtanding were to be convinc'd into a paſſion for you ; 
but, I believe, there's a natural averſion of his fide, 
and I fancy, ſiſter, that you don't come much behind 
him, if you dealt fairly. | 

Mrs. Sal. I own it; we are united contradictions, 
fire and water. But I cou'd be contented with a great 
many other wives, to humour the cenforious vulgar, 
and give the world an appearance of hving well with 
my huſband, cou'd I bring him but to diſſemble a 
little kindneſs to keep me in countenance. 

Dor. But how do you know, ſiſter, but that inſtead 
of rouſing your huſband by this artifice to a counter- 
feit kindneſs, he ſhould awake in a real fury? 

Mrs. Sul. Let him: —If I can't entice him to the 
one, I wou'd provoke him to the other. 
Dor. But how mult I behave myſelf between ye ? 

Mrs. Sul. You muſt aſſiſt me. 

Dor. What, againſt my own brother ? 

Mrs. Sul. He is but a half brother, and I'm your en- 
tire friend : If I go a ſtep beyond the bounds of ho- 
nour, leave me; till then, I expect you ſhould go along 
with me in every thing; while I truſt my honour in 
=o hands, you may truſt your brother's in mine— 

he count is to dine here to-day. - 

Dor. *Tis a ftrange thing, ſiſter, that I can't like 
that man. 3 „ 

Mrs. Sul. You like pothing, your time is not come; 
love and death have their fatalities, and ſtrike home 

8 1 one 
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one time or other : You'll pay for all one day, I 
warrant ye—But come, my lady's tea is ready, and 
tis almoſt church- time. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE, rhe Inn. 


Enter Aimwell dre/i'd, and Archer. 


Aim. And was ſhe the daughter of the houſe ? 

Arch. The landlord is fo blind as to think ſo; but 
J dare ſwear ſhe has better blood in her veins. 

Aim. Why doſt think o ? 

Arch. Becauſe the baggage has a pert Je- ner ſfai- quoi, 
ſhe reads plays, coop a monkey, and is troubled with 
vapours. 

Aim. By which diſcoveries, I gueſs that you know 
more of her. 

Arch. Not yet, faith; the lady gives herſelf airs, 
forſooth, nothing under a gentleman. 

Aim. Let me take her in hand. 

- Arch. Say one word more o*'that, and T'11 declare 
myſal] ſpoil your ſport there, and every where elſe; 
look ye, Aimwell, every man in his own ſphere. 

Aim. Right, and therefore you muſt pimp for your 
maſter. 

| Arch. In the uſual forms, fir, after I have 
ſerv'd myſelf—But to our 3M ge eſs—You are ſo well 
dreſs'd, Tom, and make ſo handſome a figure, that I 
fancy you may do execution in a country church; the 
exterior part ſtrikęs firſt, and you're in the right ta 
make that impreſſion favourable. | 

Aim. There's ſomething in that which may turn to 
advantage : the appearance of a ſtranger in a coun- 
try church, draws as- many gazers as a blazing ſtar; 
no ſooner he comes into the cathedral, but a train of 
whiſpers runs buzzing round the congregation in a 
moment : Who is he? whence comes he? do 


you know him— Then, I, fir, tips the verger half 
a LESS 2 he pockets the ſimony, and inducts me into 
the beſt os in the church, I pull out my ſnuff- box, 

f round, bow to the Biſhop, or the * 


Sun n myſel 
1 


22 THE BE AUX STRATAGEM 


if he be the commanding officer; ſingle out a beauty, 
rivet both my eyes to hers, ſet my noſe a bleeding by 
the ſtrength of imagination, and ſhew the 
church my concern, by my endeavouring to hide it: 
after the ſermon, the whole town gives me to her for a 
lover, and by perſuading the lady that J am a dying 
for her, the tables are turn'd, and ſhe in good earneſt 
falls in love with me. 
Arch. There's nothing in this, Tom, without a pre- 


cedent; but inſtead of riveting your eyes to a beauty, 


try to fix em upon a fortune; that's our buſineſs at 
preſent. | 

Aim. Pſhaw, no woman can be a beauty without 
a fortune. —Let me alone for a mark's-man. | 

Arch. Tom! 

Aim. Ay! 

Arch. When were you at church before, pray ? 

Aim. Um—1 was there at the coronation. 

Arch. And how can you expect a bleſſing by going 
to church now? | 

Aim. Blefling ? nay Frank, I aſk but for a wife! 

Exit. 

Arch. Truly, the man is not very unreaſonable in 

his demands. [ Exit at the oppoſite door. 
' Enter Boniface and Cherry. 

Bon. Well, daughter, as the ſaying is, have you 
brought Martin to confeſs :? 

Cher: Pray, father, don't put me upon getting any 
thing out of a man; l'm but young, you know, fa- 
ther, and don't underſtand wheedling. 8 

Bon. Tag! why you jade, as the ſaying is, can 
any woman wheedle that 1s not young ? Your mother 
was uſeleſs at five and twenty ! Would you make your 
mother a whore, and me a cuckold, as the ſaying is ? 
I tell you, filence confeſſes it, and his maſter ſpends 
his money ſo freely, and is ſo much a gentleman every 
manner of way, that he muſt be a highway-man. 

Enter Gibbet in a Cloak. 
Gi. Landlord, landlord, is the coaſt clear! 


Bon, 
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Bon. O, Mr. Gibbet, what's the news? 
Gib. No matter, aſk no queſtions, all fair and ho- 
nourable ; here, my dear Cherry, [Gives her a bag] 
Two hundred ſterling pounds, as good as ever hang'd: 
or ſav'd a rogue; lay *Em by with the reſt, and here 
Three wedding—or mourning rings, *tis much the 
ſame you know Here, two filver-hilted ſwords ; 
I took thoſe from fellows that never ſhew any part of 
their ſwords but the hilts: here is a diamond necklace 
which the lady hid in the privateſt place in the coach, 
but I found it out: this gold watch I took from a 
pawnbroker's wife, it was left in her hands by a per- 
ſon of quality, there's the arms upon the caſe, 
Cher. But who had you the money from ? 
Si. Ah! poor woman! I pitied her; — From a 
poor lady juſt eloped from her huſband, ſhe had made 
up her cargo, and was bound for Ireland, as hard as | 
ſhe cou'd drive; ſhe told me of her huſband's barba- 2 
rous uſage, and ſo faith I left her half a crown. But 
I had almoſt forgot, my dear Cherry, I have a preſent 
for you. . 
Cher. What is' t? 
Gib. A pot of ceruſe, my child, that I took out of 
a lady's under petticoat pocket. 
Cher. What, Mr. Gibbet, do you think that I paint! 
Gib. Why, you jade, your betters do; I'm ſure the 
lady that I AT it from had a coronet upon her hand- 
kerchief.— Here, take my cloak, and go, ſecure the 
premiſes. 
Cher. I will ſecure *em. [ Exit. 
Bon. But heark'e, where's Hounſlow and Bag ſhot ? 
G:6. They'll be here to-night. | 
Bon. D'ye know of any other gentlemen o'the pad 
on this road? N 
Gib. No. | 
Bon. I fancy that I have two that lodge in the houſe 
Juſt now. 
Gib. The devil! how d'ye ſmoak em? 
Zen. Why, the one is gone to church. 


Gib 
, 
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Gib. To church! that's ſuſpicious, IJ muſt confeſs, 
Bon. And the other is now in his maſter's chamber; 


he pretends to be a ſervant to the other, we'll call him 
out and pump him a little. 
Gib. With all my heart, 
Bon. Mr. Mariin! Mr. Martin / 
Enter Archer combing a Periwig, and fringing. 
Gib. The roads are conſumed deep, I'm as dirty 
as Old Brentford at Chriſtmas —— A good pretty fel- 
low; who's ſervant are you, friend? : 
Arch. My maſter's. 
Gib. Really? 


Arch. Really. 
Gib. That's much—The fellow has been at the bar 


by his evaſions : —But, pray, fir, what is your nraſter's 
name ? | ; 
Arch., Tall, all, dall; [Sings and combs the Periauig.] 
This is the moſt obſtinate cur. : 
Gib. I aſk you his name? 

Arcb. Name, ſir— Tall, all, dall—I never aſk'd 

him his name in my life. Tall, all, dall. 

Bon. What think you now? 

Gib. Plain, plain, he talks now as if he were be- 
fore a judge: but pray, friend, which way does your 
maſter travel ? 

Arch. A horſeback. | 
Gib. Very well again, an old offender right 
But, I mean, does he go upwards or downwards? 
Arch. Downwards, I fear, fir! Tall, all. 
Gib. I'm afraid thy fate will be a contrary way. 
Bon. Ha, ha, ha! Mr. Martin, you're very arch 
This gentleman is only travelling towards Cheſter, and 
wou'd be glad of your company, that's all Come, 
captain, you'll ſtay to night, I ſuppoſe; I'll ſhew you 
a chamber Come, captain. | | 
Gib. Farewel friend Y [ Exit. 

Arch. Captain, your ſervant Captain! a pretty 
fellow! *Sdeath, I wonder that the officers of the 
army don't conſpire to beat all ſcoundrels in red but 
their own. * N 


— 


[ Enter 
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Enter Cherry. 

Cher. Gone, and Martin here ! I hope he did not 
liſten; I wou'd have the merit of the diſcovery all my 
own, becauſe IT wou'd oblige him to love me. [ Aſide.] 
Mr. Martin, who was that man with my father? 

Arch. Some recruiting ſearjeant, or whip's out 
trooper, I ſuppoſe. _ 

Cher. All's ſafe, I find. [ A/eae. 

Arch. Come, my dear, have you conn'd over the 
catechize I taught you laſt night? | 

Cher. Come, queſtion me. 

Arch. What is love? 

Cher. Love is I know not what, it comes 8 I know 
not how, and goes I know not when. bo 

Arch. Very well, an apt ſcholar. [Chucks her under 
the chin.] Where does love enter ? 

Cher. Into the eyes. 

Arch. And where go out. 

Cher. I won't tell you. 

Arch. What are the object of that paſſion 2 

Cher. Vouth, beauty, and clean linen. 

Arcb. The reaſon ? 

Cher. The two firlt are faſhionable i in nature, and 
the third at court. | 

Arch. That's my dear: What-are the ſigns and to- 

ken of that paſſion? 

Cher. A tle ealing look, a ſtammering tongue, words 
1 deſigns impoſlible, and actions imprac- 
ticable. 

Arch. That's my good child, kiſs me. hat 
muſt à lover do to obtain his miſtrels ? 5 

. -Cher. He muſt adore the perſon that diſdains him, 

he muſt bribe the chambermaid that betrays him, and 
court the footman that laughs at him! He muſt, 
he muſt 

Arch. Nay, child, I muſt whip yow if you don't 
mind your leſſon; he muſt treat his 5 

Cher. O! ay, he muſt treat his enemies with re- 
ſpect, his friends with indifference, and all the world 
with contempt; he muſt _ much, and fear _ 50 

E 


PE. 
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he muſt deſire much, and hope little; in ſhort, he 
muſt embrace his ruin, and throw himſelf away. 
Arch. Had ever man ſo hopeful a pupil as mine ? 
Come, my Dear, why is love call'd a riddle? 
Cher. Becauſe being blind, he leads thoſe that ſee ; 
and tho? a child, he governs a man. * 
Arch. Mighty well — And why is love pictur'd 


blind? | 
- . Cher. Becauſe the painters out of their weakneſs, 


or privilege of their art, choſe to hide thoſe eyes they 
could not draw. | 
Arch. That's my dear little ſchol::-, kiſs me again. 
And why ſhou'd love, that's a child, govern a man? 
Cher. Becauſe that a child is the end of love. 
Arch. And ſo ends love's catechiſm And now, 
my dear, we'll goin and make my maſter's bed. 
Cher. Hold, hold, Mr. Martin You have taken 
a great deal of pains to inſtruct me, and what d'ye 


think I have learn'd by it? 


Arch. What? | | 

Cher. That your diſcourſe and your habit are con- 
tradictions, , it wou'd be nonſenſe in me to be- 
lieve you a footman any longer. | 

Arch. Oons, what a witch it is! | 

Cher. Depend upon this, Sir, nothing in that garb 
ſhall ever tempt me; for tho? I was born to ſervitude, 
I hate it On your condition, ſwear you love 
me, and then | | 
Arch. And then we ſhall go make my maſter's 


% 


| bed? 


Cher. Yes. | 

Arch. You muſt know then, that I am born a gen- 
tleman, my education was liberal; but I went to 
Londen a _— brother, fell into the hands of 
ſharpers, who ſtript me of my money, my friends 


diſown'd me, and now my neceſſity brings me to 


what you ſee. | | | 
Cher. Then take my hand — promiſe to marry 
me before you ſleep, and PH make you maſter of two 
thouſand pounds. | * pc 
p eb. 
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Arch. How! 
Cher. Two thouſand pounds that I have' this mi- 


nute in my own cuſtody ; ſo throw off your livery 


this inſtant, and I'll go find a parſon? 
- Arch. What ſaid you? a parſon. 
Cher. What! Do you ſcruple? 
Arch. Scruple! No, no, but—two thouſand pounds 
you ſay? | 
Cher. And better, | 
Arch. Sdeath, what ſhall Ido? But heark'e, 
-child, what need you make me maſter of yourſelf 


and money, when you may have the ſame pleaſure ' 


out of me, and (till keep your fortune in your own 
hands? 

Cher. Then you won't marry me? 

Arch. 1 would marry you, but 

Cher. O ſweet Sir, I'm your humble ſervant, you're 
fairly caught: Wou'd you perſuade me that any gen- 
tleman who cou'd bear the ſcandal of wearing a 
livery, wou'd refuſe two thouſand pounds, let the 
condition be what it wowd—no, no, Sir, — but I 
hope you'll pardon the freedom J have taken, ſince it 
was only to inform myſelf of the reſpe& that I 
ought to pay you, & [ Going. 

« Arch. Fairly bit, by Zupiter—Hold, hold! and have 

you actually two thouſand pounds? 


Cber. Sir, I have my ſecrets as well as you—when 


you pleaſe to be more open, I ſhall be more free, and 
e aſſur'd that I have diſcoveries that will match 


yours, be they what they will—In the mean while be 


fatisfied that no diſcovery I make ſhall ever hurt yon, 
but beware of my father | [Exit. 

Arch. So—we're like to have as, many adventures 
in our inn, as Don Quixote had in his Let me ſee— 


two thouſand pounds! if the wench wou'd promiſe to 
die when the money were ſpent, egad, one wou'd 


marry her; but the fortune may go off in a year or 
two, and the wife may live=—-Lord knows how 
long! then an inn-keeper's daughter; ay, that's the 
-devil—there my pride K. gs me off, 

| 22 | 
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your feet ? or 
thing for you. 


ſnone, methought, like rays about his perſon, 
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For aubatſoe er the ſages charge on pride, 
The angels fall, and twenty faults beſide, 
Oz earth, I'm ſure, *mong us of mortal calling, 
Pride {avves man oft, and woman too from Jet, a 
Xit. 


wt. 


ACT x, 
SCENE, Lady Bountiful's Houſe. 


Enter Mrs. Sullen and Dorinda, 


Mrs. Sul. A, ha, ha! my dear Siſter, let me em- 

| brace thee, now we are friends in- 
deed ; for I ſhall have a ſecret of yours, as a pledge 
for mine now you'll be good for ſomething, I ſhall 
have you converſable in the ſubjects of the ſex. 

Dor. But do you think that I am ſo weak as to fall 
in love with a fellow at firſt ſight ? 

Mrs. Sal. Pſhaw! now you ſpoil all, why ſhou'd 
not we be as free in our friendſhips as the men? I 
warrant you the gentleman has got to his confident 
already, has avow'd his paſſion, toaſted your health, 
call'd you ten thouſand angels, has run over your lips, 


eyes, neck, ſhape, air, and every thing, in a deſcrip- 


tion that warms their mirth to a ſecond enjoyment, 
Der. Your Hand, Siſter, I an't well. ; 
Mrs. Sul. So—ſhe's breeding already—come, child, 
up with it—hem a little—ſo—now tell me, don't you 
like the gentleman that we ſaw at church jult now-? 
Dor. The man's well enough, _ 
Mrs. Sul. Well enough! Is he not a Demi-God, a 
Narciſſus, a ſtar, the man i' the moon? 
Dor. O ſiſter, I'm extremely ill. | 
+ Mrs. Sal. Shall I ſend to your mother, child, for a 
hittle of her cephalick plaiſter to put to the ſoles of 
ſhall I ſend to the gentleman for ſome- 
Come, unlace your ftays,? un- 
boſom yourſelf—the man is perfectly a pretty fellow, 
I ſaw him when he firſt came into church. 
Dor. I ſaw him too, fiſter, and with an air that 


Mrs, 


TIE BEAUX STRATAGEM. 29 


Mrs. Sul. Well ſaid, up with it. 

Dor. No forward coquet behaviour, no airs to ſet 
him off, no ſtudy'd looks, nor artful poſture, but 
nature did it all 

Mrs. Sul. Better and better One touch more— . 
come | : 
Dor. But then his looks - did you obſerve his eyes? 

Mrs. Sul. Ves, yes, I did his eyes; well, what 
of his eyes? | | 

Dor. Sprightly, but not wandring ; they ſeem'd to 
view, butnever paz'd on any thing but me=and then 
his looks ſo humble were, and yet ſo noble, that they 
aim'd to tell me that he cou'd with pride die at my 
feet, tho* he ſcorn'd ſlavery any where elſe. 

Mrs. Sal. The phyſic works purely — How d'ye 
find yourſelf now, my dear ? 

Der. Hem ! much better, my dear—O here comes 
our Mercury [¶ Enter Scrub. ] Well, Scrub, what news 
of the gentleman ? | 

Scrub; Madam, I have brought you a whole packet 
of news. ; 

Dor. Open it quickly, come. a 

Scrub. In the firſt place I enquir'd who the gentle- 
man was? They told me he was a ſtranger. Secondly, 
I aſk'd what the gentleman was ? They anſwer' d and 
ſaid, That they never ſaw him before. Thirdly, I 
enquir'd what countryman he was? They reply'd, 
*twas more than they knew. Fourthly,. I demanded 
- whence he came? Their anſwer was, they cou'd not 
tell. And Fi/7hly, I aſk'd whither he went? And they 
reply'd, they knew nothing of the matter.—And this 
is all 1 cou'd learn. ö 
Mrs. Sal. But what do the people ſay? can't they 
gueſs ? 1 

Scrub. Why ſome think he's a ſpy, ſome gueſs he's 
a mountebank, ſome ſay one thing, ſome another ; 
but for my own part, believe he's a jeſuit ? 

Dor. A jeſuit! Why a jeſuit ? 

Scrub. Becauſe he kerma his horſes always ready 


ſaddled, and his footman talks French, | | 
B 3 Mrs. 


fus'd your ladyſhip the favour in my life, 
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Mrs. Sal. His footman ! ; 
Scrub. Ay, he and the Count's footman were gab- 


bering French like two intriguing ducks in a mill- 


r and I believe they talk'd of me, for they 
augh'd conſumedly. | 


Dor. What ſort of livery has the footman ? 
Scrub, Livery! Lord, madam, I took him for a 


captain, he's ſo bedizen'd with lace, and then he has 


tops to his ſhoes, up to his mid leg, a ſilver-headed 

cane dangling at his knuckles—he carries his hands 

in his pockets and walks juſt ſo—[7Yalks iu a French 

air.] and has a fine long periwig ty'd up in a bag 

2 Lord, madam, he's clear another ſort of man 
an I. | 


Mrs. Sul. That may eafily be—but what ſhall we 
do now, ſiſter ! ; N 
Dor. I have it — This fellow has a world of 
fimplicity, and ſome cunning, the frſt hides the 
latter by abundance Scrub. | 
Scrub. Madam. | 3 
Dor. We have a great mind to know who this gen ; 
tleman is, only for our ſatisfaction. 
Scrub. Ves, madam, it would be a ſatisfaction, ne 
doubt, | 1 . 
Dor. You muſt go and get acquainted with his foot- 
man, and invite him hither to drink a bottle of your 
ale, becauſe you're butler to-day. 
Scrub. Yes, madam, I am butler every Sunday. 
Mrs. Sul. O brave ſiſter ! o' my conſcience, you 
underſtand the mathematicks already Tis the beſt 
plot in the world ; your mother, you know, will be 
one to church, my ſpouſe will be got to the ale- 
ouſe with his ſcoundrels, and the houſe will be our 
own——ſo we drop in by accident, and aſk the fel- 
low ſome queſtions ourfelves. In the country, you 
know, any ſtranger is company, and we're glad to 
take up with the — in a country dance, and hap- 
Py if he'll do us the favour. 
| Scrub. Oh! madam, you wrong me; I never re- 


Enter 
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Enter Gipſy. 
Gip. Ladies, dinner's upon table. 

Dor. Scrub, we'll excuſe your waiting Go 
where we order'd you. 4 | 
Scrub. I ſhall. [ Exeunt. 

SCENE changes to the Inn. 
Enter Aimwell and Archer. 25 


Arch. Well, Tom, I find you're a markſman. 

Aim. A markſman! who ſo blind cou'd be as not 
diſcern ag{wan among the ravens ? | 

Arch. Well, but heark'e, 4imwell. 

Aim. Aimwell ! call me Orcondates, Ceſario, Amadic, 
all that romancecan 1n a lover paint, and then P11 an- 
ſwer. O Archer, I read her thouſands in her looks, 
he look'd like Ceres in her harveſt, corn, wine and 
eil, milk and honey, gardens, 2 and purling. 
ſtreams, play'd on her 4 ace 

Arch. Her face! her pocket, you mean: the carn, 
wine and oil, lies there. In ſhort, ſhe has twenty thou- 
ſand pounds, that's the Engliſb on't. 

Aim. Her eyes 

Arch. Are demi-cannons, to be ſure; fo I _—_ 
ſtand their battery. [ Going. 

Aim. Pray excuſe me, my paſſion muſt have vent. 

Arch. Paſſion ! what a plague, d'ye think theſe ro- 
mantick airs will do your buſineſs ? Were my temper 
as extravagant as yours, my adventures have ſomethin 
more romantick by half. 

Aim. Your adventures ! 

Arch. Yes. 


The nymph, that with her tawice ten hundred pounds, 
With brazen engine bot, and coif clear ftarch'd, 
Can fire the gueſt in warming of the bea 


There's a touch of ſublime Milion for you, and the 
ſubject but an inn-keeper”s daughter: I can play with 
a girl as an angler does with his fiſh ; he keeps it at 
the end of his line, runs it up the dream, an down 

B 4 the 
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of his company, that's all. | 
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the ſtream, till at laſt, he brings it to hand, tickles the 
trout, and fo whips it into his baſket. 
x _ . Enter Boniface. 
Bon. Mr. Martin, as the ſaying is——yonder's an 


+ honeſt fellow below, my Lady Bountiful's butler, who 


begs the honour that you wou'd go home with him and 
ſee his cellar. | | 
Arch. Do my Baſſemains to the gentleman, and tell 
him I will do myſelf the honour to wait on him im- 
mediately, as the ſaying is. 
Bon. I ſhall do your worſhip's commands, as the 
ſaying is. Exit, bowing obſeguiouſly. 
Aim. What do I hear? ſoft Orpheus play, and fair 
Toftida ſing? 
Arch. Pſhaw ! damn your raptures ; I tell you here's 
a pump going to be put into the veſſel, and the ſhip 
will get into harbour, my life on't. You ſay, there's 


another lady very handſome there. 


Aim. Yes faith. 

Arch. Pm in love with her already. 

Aim. Can't you give me a bill upon Cherry in the 
mean. time. x 

Arch. No, no, friend, all her corn, wine and oil, is 
ingroſs'd to my market — And once more I warn 


you, to keep your anchorage clear of mine; for if you 
fall foul on me, by this light, you ſhall go to the bot- 


tom. What! make prize of my little frigate, 
while I am upon the cruiſe for you. [ Exit, 
F Enter Boniface. 

Aim. Well, well, I won't Landlord; have you 
any tolerable company in the houſe? I don't care for 
dining alone. h 

Bon. Yes, ſir, there's a captain below, as the ſaying 
is, that arriv'd about an hour ago. 
Aim, Gentlemen of his coat are welcome every- 


' where; will you make him a complement from me, 
and tell him I ſhould be glad of his company? - 


Bon. Who ſhall I tell him. fir, wou'd —— | 
Aim. Ha! that ftroke was well thrown in——— 


I'm only a traveller, like himſelf, and wou'd be glad, 
| Bon. 
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Bon. I obey your commands, as the ſaying is. [ Exit. 
Enter Archer. 

Arch. Sdeath! I had forgot ; what title will you 
give yourſelf ? 

Aim. My brother's, to be ſure ; he wou'd never give 
me any thing elſe, ſo ll make bold with his honour 
this bout you know the reſt of your cue, | 

Arch. Ay, ay. [ Exit. 

Enter Gibbet. | | 

Gig. Sir, I'm yours. 

Aim. Tis more than I deſerve, fir, for I don't know 


you. 
Gib. I don't wonder at that, fir, for you never ſaw 
me before I hope. [ Aide. 


Aim. And pray, fir, how came I by the honour of 
ſeeing you now? | | 
| Gi. Sir, I ſcorn to intrude upon any gentleman— 
bark my landlord=— 

Aim, O, fir, I aſk you're pardon, you're the cap- 
tain he told me of. 

Gib. At your ſervice, fir. 

Aim. What regiment? may I be ſo bold? 

Gib. A marching regiment, fir, an old corps. , 

Aim. Very old, if your coat be regimental. [Alde.] 
You have ſerv'd abroad, ſir? 

Gib. Ves, fir, in the plantations, *twas my lot to 
be ſent into the worſt ſervice ; 1 wou'd have quitted it 
indeed, but a man of honour, you know—— Beſides, 
etwas for the good of my country that I ſhou'd be 
abroad Any thing for the good of one's country 
i'm a Roman for that. 

Aim. One of the firſt, I'll lay my life ¶ Aſde.] You 
found the Veſt-Indies very hot, fir. 

Gib. Ay, fir, too hot for me. 

Aim. Pray, fir, han't I 215 your face at Wills 
Coffee-houſe ? 

Gib. Yes, fir, and at White's s too. 

Aim. And where is your company now, Un ? 

Gib, They an't come yet. 

Ain. Why, d'ye expect 'em here? | 

Bg GS, 


na a gentleman of your figure 
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Gib. They'll be here to night, fir. 

Aim. Which way do they march? 

Gib. A-croſs the country The devil's in't, if I 
han't ſaid enough to encourage him to declare but 
I'm afraid he's not right, I muſt tack about [Alide. 

Aim. Is your company to quarter at Litchfield ? 

G:6. In this houſe, fir. 

Aim. What! all? 

Gib. My company's but thin, ha, ha, ha! we are 
but three, ha, ha, ha! 

Aim. You're merry, fir. I 

Gib. Ay, fir, you muſt excuſe me, fir, I underſtand 
. the world, eſpecially the art of travelling : I don't 
care, fir, for anſwering queſtions directly upon the 
road — for I generally ride with a charge about me. 

Aim. Fhree or four, I believe. [Alide. 

Gib. 1 am credibly inform'd that there are highway- 
men upon this quarter; not, fir, that Icou'd ſuſpect 
But truly, fir, I have 
got ſuch a way of evaſion upon the road, that I don't 
care for ſpeaking truth to any man. ; 

Aim. Ko caution may be neceſſary— then 1 
preſume you're no captain. fy 

Gib. Not J, fir; captain is a good travelling name, 
and ſo I take it; it ſtops a great many fooliſh inqui- 
ries that are generally made about gentlemen that tra- 
vel; it gives a man an air of ſomething, and makes 
the drawers obedient—— And thus far I am a captain, 

and no farther. | | 
Ain. And pray, ſir, what is your true profeſſion ? 
* _. Gis. O, fir, you muſt excuſe me—upon my word, 
fir, I don't think it ſafe to tell ye. 

Aim. Ha, ha, ha! upon my word, I commend 
you. 


3 Enter Boniface. 
Well, Mr. Boniface, what's the news? | 
| Bon. There's another gentleman below, as the 
ſaying is, that hearing you were but two, wou'd be 
glad to make the third man, if you'd give him 4 
„„. 
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Aim, What is he? 

Bon. A clergyman, as the ſaying is. 

Aim. A clergyman ! 1s he really a clergyman ? or, 
is it only his travelling name, as my friend the cap- 
tain has it ? 

Bon, O, fir, he's a prieſt, and chaplain to the 
French officers in town. 

Aim. Is he a Frenchman ? 

Bon. Yes, ſir, born at Bruſſels. ' 

Gib. A Frenchman, and a prieſt ! I won't be ſeen 
in his company, fir, I have a value for my reputation, | 


Lim. Nay, but captain, ſince we are e by ourſelves— ; 
can he ſpeak Exgliſb, landlord ? 

Bon. Very well, fir ; you may know him, as the 
ſaying is, to be a foreigner by his accent, and that' 8 
all. : 


Aim. Then he has been in England before ? 
Bon. Never, fir, but he's a matter of languages, as 
the ſaying is; he talks Latin, it does me good to hear 

him talk Latir. 

Aim. Then you underſtand Latin, Mr. Boniface. 

Bon. Not I, fir, as the ſaying is; ko but he talks it ſo 
very faſt, that I'm ſure it muſt 

Aim. Pray deſire him to walk _ 

Bon. Here he is, as the ſaying 1s. 

Enter Foigard. 

Foig. Save you, gentlemens bote. 

Aim. A Frenchman ! ſir, your moſt humble ſer- 
vant. 

Foig. Och, dear; joys I am your moſt faithful ſher-" 
vant, and yours alſho. 

Gib. Doctor, you talk very good Engliſh, but you 
have a mighty twang of the foreigner. 

Foig. My Englihh.18 very well for the vords, but we 
foreigners, you know, cannot bring our tongues 
about the pronunciation fo. ſoon. | 

Aim. A foreigner! a downright teague,” by this 
Light. [Alide.] Were 1 born i in France, Doctor? 


Foig. 
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Foig. I was educated in France, but I was borned at 


Bruſſels : I am a. ſubje&t of the King of Spain, joy. 


ib. What King of Spain, ſir? ſpeak. 
Foeig. Upon my ſhoul, joy, I cannot tell you as yet. 
Aim. Nay, captain, that was too hard upon the 
doQor, he's a ſtranger. | 
Forg. O let him alone, dear joy, I am of a nation 
that is not eaſily put out of countenance. 
Aim. Come, gentlemen, Þll end the diſpute 
Here, landlord, is dinner ready? 
Bon. Upon the table, as the ſaying is. 
Aim. Gentlemen— pray — that door. 
Foig. No, no, fait, the captain mult lead. 
Aim. No, doctor, the church is our guide. 
ib. Ay, ay, ſoit is 
[Exit Foigard foremeſ?, they fellow. 


SCENE changes to a gallery in Lady Bountiful's houſe. 


Enter Archer and Scrub Singing and hugging one another; 
Scrub with a tankard in his hand, Gipſey liſtening 
at a diſtance. | 


- Scrub. Tal, all, dall — come, my dear boy 


let us have that ſong once more. 


Arch. No, no, we ſhall diſturb the family ;—But 
will you be ſure to.keep the ſecret ? | | 
Scrub. Pho! upon my honour, as I'm a gentleman, 
Arch. Tis ann ge: an muſt know then, that my 
maſter is the Eord Viſcount 4imwell ; he fought a 
duel t'other day in London, wounded his man ſo dan- 
gerouſly, that he thinks fit to withdraw till he hears 
whether the gentleman's wounds be mortal or not : 
He never was in this part of England before, ſo he 


| choſe to retire to this place, that's all. 


Gip. And that's enough for me. [ Exit. 
Scrub. And where were you when your maſter 
fought ? ; | 

Areb. We never know of our maſters quarrels. 

Scrub. No! if our maſters in the country here re- 
ceive a challenge, the firſt thing they do, is to =o 

I ir 
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their wives; the wife tells the ſervants, the ſervants 
alarm the tenants, and in half an hour, you ſhall have 
the whole country up in arms. 

Arch. To hinder two men from doing what the 
have no mind for—but if you ſliould chance. to tal 
now of this buſineſs ? 

Scrub. Talk! ah, fir, had I not learn'd the knack 
of holding my tongue, 0 had never liv'd ſo long in a 
great family. 

Arch. Ay, ay, to be fare, there are Fader in -all 
families. 

Scrub. Secrets, O lud! but I'll ſay no more 
come ſit down, we'll. make an end of our tankard : : 

Here 

Arch. With all my bares who knows but you and 
I may come to be better acquainted, eh? Here's 

our ladies health ; you have three, I think, and to 
be ſure there muſt be ſecrets among em. 

| Scrab.. Secrets! ah! friend, friend, I wiſh I had a 

friend. 

Arch. Am not I your friend? Come, you and I 
will be ſworn brothers. 

Scrub. Shall we ? 

Arch. From this minute 
And now brother Scrub. 

Scrub. And now brother Martin, I will tell you a 
ſecret that will make your hair ſtand an end. 
You muſt know that I am conſumedly in love. 

Arch. 'That's a terrible ſecret; that's the truth on't. 

Scrub. That jade, Gip/ey, that was with us juſt now 
in the cellar, is the arranteſt whore that ever wore a a 
petticoat, and I'm dying for love of her, 

Arch. Ha, ha, ha !—are you in love with "ny per- 
ſon, or her virtue, brother Scrub ? 

Scrub. I ſhould like virtue beſt, becauſe it is more 
durable than beauty ; for virtue holds good with ſome 
women long, and many a day after they have loſt it. 

Arch. In the country, I grant ye, where no wo- 

man's virtue is loſt, till a baſtard be found. 


, 


give me a kife— 


Scrub. Ay, cou'd I bring her to a baſtard, I ſhou'd 


have 


O 
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have her all to myſelf ; but I dare not put it upon that 
lay for fear of being ſent for a ſoldier.— Pray, bro- 
ther, how do you gentlemen in London like that ſame 
preſſing- act ? | 
Arch. Very ill, brother Scrub; tis the worſt 
that ever was made for us; — formerly I remember 
the good days when we cou*d dun our maſters for our 
wages, and if they refuſed to pay us, we cou'd have 
a warrant to carry em beforr-a juſtice ; but now if we 
talk of eating, they have a warrant for us, and carry 
| us before three juſtices. 
| Scrub. And to be ſure we go, if we talk of eating ; 
| for the juſtices won't give Goh own ſervants a bad 
| example. Now this is my misfortune I dare not 
li ſpeak in the houſe, while that jade, Gip/ey, dings 
i about like a fury—once I had the better end of the 
| 


Arch. And how comes the change now ? 
| Scrub. Why, the mother of all this miſchief is a 
| prieſt. | „ 

| Arch. A prieſt! q 

| Scrub. Ay, a damn'd ſon of a whore of Babylon, 
| that came over hither to ſay grace to the French officers, 
| | and eat up our proviſions There's not a day goes 
= over his head without a dinner or ſupper in this 


houſe. 
- Arch. How came he ſo familiar in the family? 
Scrub. Becauſe he ſpeaks Engliſh as if he had iiv'd 

here all his life, and tells lies as if he had been a tra- 
veller from his cradle. 

Areb. And this prieſt, I'm afraid, has converted 
the affection of your Gipſey. 82 

| Scrub. Converted! ay, and perverted, my dear 
friend—for, Pm afraid, he has made her a whore 
and a papiſt—but this is not all; there the French 
Count and Mrs. Sullen, they're in the confederacy, 
and for ſome private ends of their own too, to_be 


ſure. | 
Arch. A very hopeful family yours, brother Scrub ; 


I ſappoſe the maiden lady has her lover too. 
| | | Scrub. 
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IJcrub. Not that I know—She's the beſt on 'em, 
that's the truth on't : but they take care to prevent 
my curiofity, by giving me ſo much buſineſs, that 
I'm a perfect ſlave — What d'ye think is my place in 
this family ? | 

Arch. Butler, I ſuppoſe. 

Scrub. Ah, lord help you—Pll tell you—Of a Mon- 
day I drive the coach, of a Tue/day I drive the plough, 
on Wedneſday I follow the hounds, a Thur/day I = 
the tenants, on Friday I go to market, on Saturday 
I draw warrants, and a Syzday I draw beer. wy 

Arch. Ha, ha, ha! if variety be a pleaſure in life, 
you have enough on't, my dear brother but what 
ladies are thoſe ? | 

Scrub. Ours, ours; that upon the right hand is 
Mrs. Cullen, and the other Mrs. Dorinda don't 
mind 'em, fit ſtill man : 

Enter Mrs. Sullen and Dorinda. 

Mrs. Sul. I have heard my brother talk of my Lord 
Aimæuell, but they ſay that his brother is the finer gen- 
Gm... +: 

Dor. That's impoſſible, ſiſter. ; 1815 

Mrs. Sul. He's vaſtly rich, and very cloſe they ſay. 

Der. No matter for that; if I can creep into his 
heart, III open his breaſt, I warrant him: I have 
heard ſay, that people may be guels'd at by the be- 
haviour of their ſervants ; I cou'd wiſh we might talk 
to that 2 2 5 R 28 | | 
' Mrs. Sul. So do I; for I think he's a very pretty 
fellow : come this way, I'll throw out a _ him 
preſently. | 

[7 hey walk a turn towards the oppoſite fide of the flage, 

Mrs. Sullen drops her fan, Archer runs, takes it 

up, and gives it to her.] 
Arch. Corn, wine and oil indeed——but, I think, 
the wife has the greateſt plenty of fleſh and blood ; ſhe 
ſhould be my choice—Ay, ay, ſay you ſo-—madam, 
our ladyſhip's fan. 


Mrs. Sul. O tir, I thank you—What a handſome 
bow the fellow made ! - | | 


1 a Dor. 


— — — —— — — —— 
. 
; * 


— 
—ͤ—ä6F—ä —u—— — —— .- > > OI So he, 2 —¶ůp — 
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Dor. Bow ! why I have known ſeveral footmen come 
down from London ſet up here for dancing-maſters, 
and carry off the beſt fortunes in the country. 

* Arch. | Aſide.] That project, for ought I know, 
had been better than ours—Brother Scrub, why don't 


you introduce me? 


Scrub. Ladies, this is the ſtrange gentleman's ſer- 
vant that you ſaw at church to-day; I underſtood he 
came from London, and fo I invited him to the cellar, 
that he might ſhew me the neweſt flouriſh in whetting 
my knives. | | 

Dor. And J hope you have made much of him? 

Arch. O yes, madam, but the ſtrength of your la- 
dyſhip's liquor is a little to potent for the conſtitution 
of your humble ſervant. - 

Mrs. Sal. What, then you don't uſually drink ale? 

Arch. No, madam, my conſtant drink is tea, or 
a little wine and water; tis preſcribed me by the phy- 
fician for a remedy againſt the ſpleen. An 
Scrub. Ola! O la- A footman have the ſpleen 

Mrs. Sul. I thought that diſtemper had been only 


proper to people of quality. 


Arch. Madam, like all other faſhions it wears out, 
and fo deſcends to their ſervants; tho? in a great many 
of us, I believe, it proceeds from ſome melancholy 
particles in the blood, occaſioned by the ſtagnation of 
wages. FAVE? 3 344 | 

Dor. How affectedly the fellow talks How long, 
pray, have you ſerv'd your preſent maſter ? | 

Arch. Not long; my life has been moſtly ſpent in 
the ſervice of the ladies. x 
Mrs. Sul. And pray, which ſervice do you like beft ? 

Arch. Madam, the ladies pay beſt ; the honour of 
ſerving them is ſufficiep t wages; there is a charm in 


their looks that delivers a pleaſure with their com- 
mands, and gives our duty the wings of inclination, 


Mrs. Sal. That flight was above the pitch of a li- 

very; and fir, wou'd not you be fatisfy'd to ſerve a 

lady again? a7 ; 
Arch. As groom of the chambers, madam, but not 

as a footman. G FE 

| | Mrs, 


—— 
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Mrs. Sul. I ſuppoſe you ſerv'd as footman before? 
Arch. For that reaſon I wou'd not ſerve in that poſt 
again; for my memory is too weak for the load of 
meſſages that the ladies lay upon their ſervants in 
London my Lady Hood ye, the laſt miſtreſs I ſerv'd, 
call'd me up one morning, and told me, Martin, go 
to my Lady Allnight with my humble ſervice; tell her 
1 was to wait on her ladyſhip yeſterday, and left word 
with Mrs. Rebecca, that the preliminaries of the affair 
ſhe knows of, are ſtopt 'till we know the concurrence 
of the perſon that I know of, for which there are cir- 
cumſtances wanting which we ſhall accommodate at 
the old place; but that in the mean time there is a 
perſon about her ladyfhip, that from ſeveral hints and 
ſurmiſes, was acceſſary at a certain time to the diſap- 
E that naturally attend things, that to her 
:nowledge are of more importance. 


Sul. [ Ha, ha! where are you going, fir? 


Arch. Why, I han't half done- The whole 
howd'ye was about half an hour long ; ſo happen'd to 
miſplace two ſyllables, and was turn'd off, and ren- 
der'd incapable —— ; 
Dor. The pleaſanteſt fellow, ſiſter, I ever ſaw.— 
But, friend, if your maſter be marry'd,—I- preſume 
you {till ſerve a lady. | 
Arch. No, madam, TI take care never to come into 
a marry'd family; the commands of the maſter and 
miſtreſs are always ſo contrary, that *tis impoſſible to 
pleaſe both, | 
Dor. There's a main point gain'd.,——My lord is 
not marry'd, I find. ISS. [ 4/ide. 
Mrs. Sul. But I wonder, friend, that in ſo many 
good ſervices, you had not a better proviſion made for 
ou. | 
f Arch. I don't know how, madam.— I had a lieu- 
© tenancy offer'd me three or four times; but that is 
not bead, madam— l am very well as I am—l hve 
© much better as I do. | ; 
* Scrub. Madam, he ſings rarely—I was thought 5 5 
. , 6 a 


« 4 
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. + 


do pretty well here in the country till he came; but 
* alack a-day, I'm nothing to my brother Martin. 
© Dor. Does he? pray fir, will you oblige us with. 
a ſong? 
© Arch. Are you for paſſion or humour? 
- © Scrub. O la! He has the pureſt ballad about a 
© trifle 
Mrs. Sal. A trifle! pray, fir, let's have it. 
Arch. I'm aſham'd to offer you a trifle, madam :. 
© but fiace you command me. e 
| [Sings to the tune of Sir Simon the King. 


*- if Trsfling ſong yon ſhall hear, 

8 Begun with à triſie and ended : 
Al trifling people draw neer, 

* Aud 1 Gall be nobly attended. 


« Were it not for trifies, a few, 

* That lately have come into play; 

© 'T he-men rwou'd auant ſomething to do, 
© And the women want ſomething to ſay. 


* What makes men trifle in dreſſing ? 


©. Becau/erthe ladies (theyrknow ) 


* fdmire, by often poſſeſſing, - 


© That eminent trifle a beau. 


© When the lover his moments has trifled; 
* The trifle of trifies to gain: 
© No ſooner the virgin ts rifled, 


© But a trifle ſhall part em again. 


phat mortal man wou'd be able 


© At White's half an hour to fit ? 
© Or who con d bear a tea-table, 


© Without talking of trifles for quit? 


Se court is from trifles ſecure, 


© Gold keys are no trifles, we ſee © 


© White rods are no trifles, I'm ſure, 


© Whatever their bearers may be. 


© But 


w# - 


of. 
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Fut if "you vill go to the place, 

* Where trifles abundantly breed, 

© The lewee will ſhew you his grace 
« Makes promiſes tri les indeed. 


A coach ævith fix footmen behind, 

* 1 count neither trifle nor fin : 
But, ye gods how of? do wwe find 
* ſcandalous trifle within ? 


A flaſk of Champaign, people think it 
A trifle, or ſomething as bad : 


© But if you'll contri ve how to drink it, 


* You'll find it no trifle egad. 


« A parſon's no trifle at ſea, 

© A widow's a trifle in ſorrow * 

© A peace is a trifle to- dag, 

* Who knows what may Baß pen to mor 


A Black coat a trifle may cloak, 
Or to hide it, the red may endeavour 


© But if once the army is broke, 


ie ſhall have more trifles than ever. 


© The Hage is a trifle, they ſay, 

© The reaſon, prey carry aleng, 

© Becauſe at e' ry new play, 

* The houſe they with trifles /o throng, 


* But with people's malice to trifle, 
And to ſet us all on . foot. : 


* The author of this is a trifle, 


© And his ſong ts à trifle bo boot.” 


Mrs. Sul. © Very well, fir, we're oblig'd to you' — 
[ Offering bim money. 
1 


ſomething for a pair of gloves. - 


Arch. 1 humbly ber ſeave to be excu 


ter, madam, pays me; nor dare I take money from any 
other 


* 


ter, if once you be enter'd” 
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other hand, without injuring. his honour, and diſo- 
beying his commands. | 

% Scrub. Brother Martin, brother Martin. 

% Arch. What do you ſay, brotber Scrub? 

© Scrub. Take the money, and give it to me.” 

[ Exeunt Arch. of Scrub, 

Dor. This is ſurprizing: did you ever ſee ſo pretty 
a well-bred fellow? ' 

Mrs. Sal. The devil take him for wearing that U. 
ver 7 
* I fancy, ſiſter, he may be ſome gentleman, x 
friend of my lord's, that his lordſhip has pitch'd upon 
for his courage, fidelity, and diſcretion, to bear him 
company in this dreſs, and who, ten to one, was his 


ſecond. 
Mrs. Sul. It- is ſo, it muſt be ſo, and it ſhall be ſo 


For I like him. 


Der. What! better than the count? 

Mrs. Sul. The count happen'd to be the moſt agree- 
able man upon the place; and ſo I choſe him to ſerve 
me in my deſign upon my huſband But I ſhou'd 
like this fellow better in a deſign upon myſelf. 

Dor. But now, fiſter, for an interview with this 
lord, and this gentleman ; how ſhall we bring that 
about ? | 

Mrs. Sul. Patience! you country ladies give no quar- 
Wou'd you prevent 
their deſires, and give the fellows no wiſhing time.— 


Look'e, Dorinda, if my Lord Aimwell loves you or 


deſerves you, he'll find a way to ſee you, and there 
we muſt leave it. —My buſineſs comes now upon the 
tapis—Have you prepar'd your brother? 

Dor. Yes, yes. 

Mrs. Sal. And how did he reliſh it? | 

Der. He ſaid little, mumbled ſomething to him- 
ſelf, and promis'd to be guided by me: but here he 


CO mes. 


| Enter Sullen. 
Sul. What ſinging was that heard juſt now ? 
Mrs. Sul. The ſin n your 1 my dear, you 


Sal. 


complain d of it all 
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Sul. You're impertinent. — 
Mrs. Sul. I was ever ſo, ſince I became one geln 
with you. 


Sul. One fleſh! rather two carcaſſes join'd unnatu- 
rally together. 

Mrs. Sul. Or rather a living ſoul coupled to a dead 
bod 

3 8o, this is fine encouragement for me! 

Sul. Ves, my wife ſhews you what you muſt do! 

l Mrs. Sul. And my huſband ſhev's you what you muſt 
uffer. 

Sul. Sdeath, why can't you be filent? 

Mrs. Sul. 'Sdeath, why can't you talk ?, 

Sul. Do you talk to 8 purpoſe? 

Mrs. Sul. Do you think to any purpoſe? 

Sul. Siſter, heark'e—[Wbi/pers. ] 1 ſhan't be home 
till it be late. Exit. 

Mrs. Sul. What did he whiſper to ye? 

Dor. That he wou'd go round the back- way, come 
into the cloſet, and liſten as I directed him. But let 
me beg once more, dear ſiſter, to dro this project; for, 
as I told you before, inſtead of awaking him to kind- 
neſs, you may provoke him to rage ; and then who 
knows how far his brutality may carry him ? 

Mrs. Sul. Pm provided to receive him, I warrant 
you. away, 

[ Exeunt, 


W 


— — 1 _— — — — — — 


. * 
A F IV. 
SCENE continues. 


Enter Mrs. Sullen. 42,0 


Mrs, Sul, E RE I born an humble Tur, where 
women have no ſoul nor property, 

there I muſt fit contented But in Zxgland, a 
country whoſe women are its glory, muſt women be 
£ abus'd ? where women rule, muſt women be enſlay'd ? 
* nay, cheated into ** mock'd by a promiſe of 
3 com- 


— 
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comfortable ſociety into a wilderneſs of ſolitude ? — 
] dare not keep the thought about me O! here 
comes ſomething to divert me 
: Enter a Country, Woman. 
Vom. | come, an't pleaſe your ladyſhip—you're my 
© Lady Bountiful, an't ye? 
Mrs. Sul. Well, good woman, go on. 
Mom. I come ſeventeen long mail to have a cure 


for my huſband's ſore leg. 


Mrs. Sl. Your huſband ! what, woman, cureyour 
© huſband ! ES 

* Wom. Ay, poor man, for his ſore leg won't let him 
© ſtir from home. 

Mrs. SI. There, I confeſs, you have given me a 
© reaſon. Well, good woman, ['l] tell you what you 
© muſt do—You muſt lay your huſband's jeg upon a 
table, and with a chopping-knife you mult Jay it 
open as broad as you can, then you muſt take out the 
bone, and beat the fleſh ſoundly with a rowling-pinz 
© then take ſalt, pepper, cloves, mace and ginger, ſome 


_* ſweet-herbs, and ſeaſon it very well, then roll it up 


like brawn, and put it into the oven for two hours. 
oem. Heaven reward your ladyſhip—I have two 
little babies toot hat are pitious bad with the graips, 
* an't pleaſe ye | 5 ; | 
Mrs. Sul. Put a little pepper and ſalt in their bellies, 
good woman. [ Enter Lady Bountiful] I beg your 
6 Fadyſhip's pardon for taking your buſineſs out pf your 
© hands, I have been a tampering here a little with one 
of your patients. | 
© L. Boun. Come, good woman, don't mind this 
mad creature; I am the perſon that you want, I ſup- 
poſe What wou'd you have, woman? | 
Mrs. Sul. She wants ſomething for her huſ- 
© band's ſore leg. 3 — 
L. Boun. What's the matter with his leg, goody ? 
Mom. It come firſt, as one might ſay, with a ſort of 
© dizzineſs in his foot, then he had a Lind of Rzineſs 
in his joint and then his leg broke out, and then it 


ſwell d, and nen itclos'd again, and then it broke out 
| | „ 
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< again, and then it feſter'd, and then it grew better, 
c and then it grew worſe again. | 
«© Mrs. Sul. Ha, ha, ha! | 
© L. Boun How can you he merry with the misfor- 
< tunes of other people-? 
Mrs. Sul. Becauſe my own make me ſad, madam, 
L. Boun. The worſt reaſon in the world, daughter; 
© your own misfortunes ſhou'd teach you to pity others, 
Mrs. Sul. But the woman's misfortunes and mine 
© are nothing alike ; her huſband is fick, and mine, 
4 alas! is in Peck. 
L. Boun. What! wou'd you wiſh your huſband ſick ? 
Mrs. Sul. Not of a ſore Jeg of all things. 
L. Boun. Well, good woman, go tothe pantry, 
your belly full of victuals, then I Il give you a receipt 
of diet drink for your huſband But, d'ye hear, 
goody, you-mult not let your huſband move tos 
<* much. 
Mom. No, no, madam, the poor man's inclinable 
enough to lie ſtill. [Exzt. 
L. Boun, Well, Daughter Sullen, tho? you laugh, I 
have done miracles about the country here with my 
* receipts. 

Mrs. Sul. Miracles indeed, if they have cur'd any 
body; but I believe, madam, the patient's faith goes 
* farther towards the miracle than your preſcription. 

L. Boun. Fancy helps in ſome caſes ; but there's 
e jor huſband, who has as little fancy as any body, I 
brought him from death's door, 


\ Mrs. Sul. I ſuppoſe, madam, you made him drink 
plentifully of aſs's milk.” | 


Enter Dorinda, runs to Mrs. Sullen. 
Dor. News, dear ſiſter, news, news! 
| Euter Archer running. 
Arch. Where, where is my Lady Bountiful 7 
Pray, which is the old Lady of you three ? 
LI. Jon. I am. 6 oe 


* 


Arch. O madam, the fame of your j*3dyſhips cha- 
rity, goodneſs, benevolence, ſkill ant 


ability, have 
draw 


48 THE BEAUX STRATAGEM. 


drawn me hither to implore your Ladyſhip's help in 
behalf of my unfortunate maſter, who is at this moment 
breathing his laſt. 

L. Boun. Your maſter ! where is he? 

Arch. At your gate, madam, drawn by the ap- 
pearance of your handſome houſe to view it nearer, and 
walking up the avenue within five paces of the court- 
yard, he was taken ill of a ſudden with a fort of I 
know not what ; but down he fell, and there he lies. 

L. Boun, Here, Scrub, Gip/ey, all run, get my eaſy- 
chair down ſtairs, put the Gertleman in it, and bring 
him in quickly, quickly. 

Arch. Heaven will reward your Ladyſhip for this 
charitable at, 

L. Boun. Is your maſter us'd to theſe fits? 

Arch. O yes, madam, frequently—I have known 
him have five or ſix of a night. 

L. Boun. What's his name, | 

Arch. Lord, madam, he's a dying; a minute's care 
or neglect may ſave or deſtroy his life. 

L. Boun. Ah, poor gentleman ! come, friend, ſhew 
me the way; I'll ſee him brought in myſelf. 

[ Exit with Archer, 

Dor. O, ſiſter, my heart flutters about ſtrangely, 
I can hardly forbear running to his aſſiſtance, 

Mrs. Sal. And Pl lay my life he deſerves your aſ- 
ſiſtance more than he wants it: did not I tell you that 
my Lord wou'd find a way to come at you ? Love's 
his diſtemper, and you muſt be the phyſician ; put on 
all you charms, ſummon all your fire into your eyes, 
plant the whole artillery of your looks againſt his 
breaſt, and down with him. N 
- Dor. O, ſiſter, 'm but a young gunner, I ſhall be 
afraid to ſhoot, for fear the piece ſhould recoil, and 
hurt myſelf. 

Mrs. Sul. Never fear, you ſhall ſee me ſhoot before 

you, if you will. | 8 
Dor. No, no, dear ſiſter, you have miſs'd your 
mark ſo unfortunately, that I ſhan't care for being in- 
ſtructed by you. | 

| Enter 


HE BEAUX STRATAGEM. 46 


Enter Aimwell in à chair, carry'd by Archer and Scrub, 

Lady Bountiful, Gipſey. Aimwell coanterftiting a 

b ο. 

12 Bonn. — * let's ſee the hartſhorn drops 
Gipſey, a glaſs of fair water, his fit's very ſtrong.— 
Piel we, how his hands are clinch'd ! F | 

Arch. For ſhame, ladies, what d'ye do? why don't 
you help us? Pray, madam, [Te Dorinda] take 
his hand, and open it, if you can, whilſt I hold his 
head. Dorinda takes his band. 

Dor. Poor gentleman—Oh—he has got my hand 
within his, and ſqueezes it unmercifully——- | 

L. Boum. "Ts the violence of his convulfion, child, 

Arch. O, madam, he's perfectly poſſeſs'd in theſe 
caſes—he'll bite you if you don't have a care. | 
Dor. Oh, my hand: my hand! | 

L. Boun. What's the matter with the foolrfh girl? 
T have got this hand open you ſee with a great deal of 
eaſe. 

Arch. Ay, but, madam, your daughter's hand is 
ſomewhat warmer than your ladythip's, and the heac 
of it draws the for of the ſpirits that way? | 

Mrs. Sal. I find, friend, you're very learned in 
theſe ſort of fits. | | 

Arch. Tis no wonder, madam; for I'm often trou« 
bled with them my ſelf; I find myſelf extreamly ill 
at this minute. [Looking hard at My. Sullen. 

Mrs. Sal. [Afde.] I fancy I cou'd find a way to 
Cure you. | | 

L. Boun. His fit holds him very long. 

Arch. Longer than uſual, madam——* Pray, young 
* lady, open his breaſt and give him air.“ | 

L. Bcun. Where did his illneſs take him firſt, pray? 

Arch. To day at church, madam. YO 

L. Boun. In what manner was he taken ? 

Arch. Very ſtrangely, my lady. He was of a fud- 
den touch'd with ſomething in his eyes, which at the 
firſt he only felt, but cou'd not tell whether *twas Pain 
or pleaſure. | ; = 


L. Boux. Wind, nothing but wind. 
a . C | 


r Ard 
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© Arch, By ſoft degrees it grew and mounted to his 
brain, there his fancy caught it: there form'd it ſo 


© beautiful, and dreſs'd it up in ſuch gay, pleaſing 


colours, that his tranſported appetite ſeiz d the fair 

idea, and ftraight convey'd it to his heart. That 
© hoſpitable ſeat of life ſent all its ſanguine ſpirits 
« forth to meet it, ard open'd all it's ſluicy gates to 
take the ſtranger i in.“ 

L. Boun. Your maſter ſhou'd never go without a 
bottle to ſmell to———Oh! he recovers 
the the lavender-water—— ſome feathers to burn 
under his nofe—Hungary-water to rub his temples 
—— —|O, he comes to himſelf. Hem a little, fir, 
hem——Gipfe ty, bring the cordial-water. 

[ Aimwell ſeems to axwake in amaze. 

Dor. How do you, fir ? i 

Aim. Where am I? [Kiiferg. 

Sure I have paſs'd the ralph of 8 
And now am landed on the Zlyfan ſhore— 
Behold the goddeſs of thoſe happy plaine, 
Fair Praſerpine let me adore thy bright divinity. 
4 [ Kineels to Dorinda, and kiſſes ber hand. 
| * Sul. So, ſo, ſo, I knew where the fit wou'd 
en 

Aim. E urydice perhaps 

How cou'd thy Orpheus keep his word, 
And not look back upon thee; 

No treaſure but thyſelf cou'd ſure have brib'd him 

To look one minute off thee. 

L. Boun. Delirious, poor gentleman. 

Arch. Very delirious, madam, very delirious. 

Aim. Martin's voice, I think. 

Arch. Ves, my lord How does your lordſnip? 

L. Bona. Lord! did you mind that, girls ? 

Aim. Where am I? | 

Arch. In very good hands, fir—You were taken 
juſt now with one of. your old fits, under the trees, 
Juſt by this good lady's houſe; her ladyſhip had you 
taken in, and has miraculouſly n you to your- 
elt, as you — ——— 


Aim. 


* * 


* * 
ä 
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Aim. I am ſo confounded with ſhame, madam; that 
I can now only beg pardon And refer my ac- 
knowledgments for your ladyſhip's care till an op- 
portunity offers of making ſome amends—I dare 
no longer troubleſome — Martin, give two guineas to 
the ſervants. ICaing. 

Dor. Sir, you may catch cold by going ſo ſoon into 
the air; you don't look, ſir, as if you were perfectly 
recover'd. TI 5 

Here Archer falls to Lady Bountiful iz dumb Sea. 

Aim. That I ſhall never be, madam; my preſent 
illneſs is ſo rooted, that I muſt expect to carry it to 
my grave. | | — 
© Mrs. Sul. Don't deſpair, ſir; I have known ſe- 
« yeral in your diſtem per Hake it off, with a fortnight's 
© phylick.? | 

1 Boun. Come, ſir, your ſervant has been telling 
me that you're apt to relapſe, if yon go into the air 
Your good manners ſhan't get the better of ours 
You ſhall fit down again, ſir Come, fir, we don't 
mind ceremonies in the country—** Here Gipſey 
« bring the cordial water.” — Here, ſir, my ſervice t'ye 
——— You ſhall taſte my water; *tis a cordial I can 
aſſure you, and of my own making—Drink it off, 
ſir : [Aimwell drints.] And how d'ye find yourſelf 
now, fir: 1 921 | 

Aim. Somewhat better tho' very faint fill. 

L. Boun. Ay, ay, people are always faint after 
theſe fits. Come, girls, you ſhall ſhew the gentle- 
man the houfe ; *tis but an old family-building, fir; 
but you had better walk about, and cool by degrees, 
than venture immediately into the air — on 
find ſome tolerable pictures Dorinda, ſhew the gen- 


tleman the way. I muſt go to the poor woman below. 


[ Ext. 
Dee. This way, ir. 5 
Aim. Ladies, thall I beg leave for my ſervant to 
wait on you, for he underſtands pictures very well. 
Mrs. Sul. Sir, we. underſtand originals, as well as 


he does pictures, ſa he may come along. 


_ - [Zx. Dor. Mrs. Sull. Aim. Arch. A Dor. 
C 2 | Enter 


bis complainings would mo 
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Enter F oigard and Scrub, meeting. 
Foig. Save you, maſter Scrub. 
Scrub. Sir, 1 won't be ſav'd your way——T hate a 
55 rieft, I abhor the French, and I defy the devil— Sin 
m a bold Briton, and will = — laſt drop of my 
blood to keep out popery and ſlavery. 

Foig. Matter Scrub, you wou'd put me down in 
oliticks, and ſo I wou'd be ſpeaking with Mrs. 
IGE 

Serub, Good Mr. Prieſt, you can't ſpeak with her; 

ſhe's ſick, fir; ſhe's gone abroad, fir; ſhe's —dead 


two months ago, ſir. 


Enter Gipſey. 
Gip. How now, impudence ! How dare you talk 
2 ſaucily to the doctor? Pray, fir, don't take it ill; 
or the common people of England are not fo civil 


to ſtran 2 2ä— 
Ser ub. You lie, you lie ;—tis the common people. 
ſuch AS you are, that are civilleſt to ſtrangers. 
18 Op Gi. Sizah, I have a good mind to— Bet! ” out, 
* . 


Scrub. I won't 1 


Grp. You won't, ſauce-box—Pray, doctor, what 
is the captain's name that came to your inn laſt 


night? 


Scrub. The captain! ah, the devil, there ſhe ham- 
8 again z — the captain has me on one ſide, and 
reſt on t'other:— S0 between the gown and 


furt, 1 have a fine time on t But, cedant arma 
: . [ Going. 


ip. What, firrah, won't you march ? 
" $erub, No, my Dar, I won't march-—but 11 walk: 


Aud I'll make bold to liften a little too. 


[Goes bobind the fade ſcene, and liſtens. 
Grp. Indeed, doctor, the count has been bar barouſly 


treated, that's che truth on't. 


Foig. Ah, Mrs. Gij/cy, opon my ſhoul, now Gra, 
lify the marrow in your 


bones, and move the bowels of your commiſeration; 
eveeps, and he dances, and he 1 and * mm, 
an 
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and he laughs, and he ſtamps, and he ſings : in con- 


eluſion, joy, he's afflicted, 2 la Franggrs, and a ftranger 


wou'd not know whider to cry, or to laugh with him. 
Gp. What wou'd you have me do, doctor? | 
 Foig. Nothing, joy, but only hide the count in 
Mrs. Sulleu's cloſet, when it is dark. b 
Gip. Nothing ! Is that nothing ? it wou'd be both 
a ſin and a ſhame, doctor. - | 
Foig. Here is twenty lJoauisdores, joy, for your 
ſhame ; and I will give you an abſolution for the ſhin. 
Grip. But won't that money look like a bribe ? 


Foig. Dat is according as you ſhall tauk it—If you 


receive the money before hand, *twill be /ogice, a 
bribe; but if you ſtay till afterwards, *rwill be only 
& gratification. ' 
Gip. Well, doctor, I'll take it logic?—— But what 
mult I do with my conſcience, fir ? "EY 


Foig. Leave dat wid me, joy; I am your prieſt, | 


Gra ; and your conſcience is under my hands. 


Gip. But ſhou'd I put the count into the cloſet=—— 


Faig. Vell, is dere any ſhin for a man's being in a 
cloſhet? one may go to prayers in a cloſhet. 


Gip. But if the lady ſhou'd come into her chamber 


and go to bed? 
Foig. Vel, and is dere any ſhin in going to bed, 
3 | 


Joy | 
Seip. Ay, but if the parties ſhowd meet, doctor? 
. Foig. Vel den the parties muſt be reſpon- 
fible.—Do. you be gone after putting the count in the 
cloſhet; and leave the ſhins wid themſelves —I will 
come with the count to inſtruct you in your chamber. 
Gip. Well, doctor, your religion is fo pure, me- 
thinks I'm ſo eaſy. after an abſolution, and can fin 
_* afreſh with ſo much ſecurity,” that I'm reſolved to 
die a martyr to't— Here's the key of the garden- 
door; come in the back-way, when tis late——Ill be 
ready to receive you ; but don't ſo mach as whiſper, 
Mo take hold of my hand; I'Il lead you, and do you 


the count, and follow me. [ Exeunt.. 


e ; PI Enter 
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1 855 Enter Scrub. 
Scrub. What witchcraft now have theſe two imps of 
the devil been a hatching here ?—There's twenty 
houirdores ; J heard that, and ſaw the purſe : but I 
mult give room to my betters, [ Ext. 
Emer Aimwell leading Dorinda, and making love ix 
| dumb fhew. Mrs. Sullen and Archer. 

Mrs. Sal. Pray, fir, [to Archer] how d'ye like that 
piece? | | | | 
1 O, *tis Leda—Vou find, madam, how Ja- 
piter came diſguis'd to make love— — 

* Mts. Sal. But what think you there of Alexander's 
* battles ? 

* Arch. We want only a Le Brun, madam, to draw 
greater battles, and a greater general of our own— 
The Danube, madam, wou'd make a greater figure 
in a picture than the Granicus; and we have our 
« Ramelies to match their Artela.” 

Mrs. Sul. Pray, fir, what head is that in the cor- 
ner there ? 

Arch. O, madam, *tis poor Ovid in his exile. 

Mrs. Sul. What was he baniſh'd for? ; 

Arch. His ambitious love, madam, [ Bowing.] His 
misfortune tonches me. | 

Mrs. Sal. Was he ſucceſsful in his amours ? 

Arch. There he has left us in the dark—He was 
too much a gentleman to tell. TE 
Mrs. Sul. If he were ſecret, I pity him. 

Arch. And if he were ſucceſsful, I envy him. | 

Mrs. Sul. How d'ye like that Venus over the chim- 
ney ? | | | 

1 I proteſt, madam, I took it for your 
picture; but now I look again, *tis not handiome 
enough. | | . 

Mrs. Sal. Oh, what a charm is flattery !- if you 
wou'd fee my picture, there it is, over that cabinet— 
How d'ye like it? | , 

Arch. I muſt admire any thing. madam, that has 
the leaſt reſemblance of 1 methinks, ma- 


dam, ¶ He leoks at the picture and Mrs. Sullen three or 


four 
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four times, by turns.) Pray, Madam, , o drew it! ? 
Mrs. Sul. A famous hand, ſir. 


[ Here Aimwell and Dorinda go f. 


Arch. A famous hand, madam :—Your eyes, indeed, 
are featur'd there; but where” s the ſparkling moiſture, 
ſhining fluid, in which they ſwim? the picture, 
indeed, has your dimples ; but where's the fwarm of 


killing Cupidi that ſhou'd ambuſn there? The lips too 


are figur'd out: but where's the carnation dew, the 


pouting ripeneſs that tempts the taite in the original? 
Mrs. Sul. Had it been my lot to have match'd with 


ſuch a man! | | „Le, 
Arch. Vour breaſts too; preſumptuous man! what! 


paint heaven] Apropos madam, in the very next pic- | 
ture is Salmoncus, that was ſtruck dead with lightning. 
for oftering to imitate Jowe's thunder; I hope you 


ſery'd the painter ſo, madam. 


Mrs. Sl. Had my eyes the power of thunder, they 


ſhou'd employ their lightning better. 


Arch. There's the fineſt bed in that room, madam; 


I ſuppoſe tis your ladyſhip's bed- chamber? 

Mrs. Sul. And what then, fir ?. 

Arch. I think the quilt is the richeſt that ever I ſaw- 
l can't at this diſtance, madam, diftinguiſh the 


t gures of the embroidery : will you give me leave, 


madam ? 


Mrs Sal. The devil take his 1 if A 
gave him an opportunity, he durſt not offer it I have 
à great mind to try. ¶ Going. Returns.] Sdeath, what 
am I doing And alone too Sitter, aſiſter. (Exit. 


Arch. III follow-her cloſe —— 
For auleren French-man dur/? attempt to frorm, : 


A MO es may well the work” per. forms. Going. 


* N Scrub. 
Scrub. Martin, Brather Martin. 


Arch. O brother Scrub, I beg your 8 I was 


not a going: here's a guinea my maſter order'd you. 
Scxub. A guinea; hi, hi, hi, a;guinea! eh 


this light it is a guinea; but I ſuppoſe you expect one 
and w enty ſhillings in 3 
C 


by. 


Arch. 
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i 7 Sa. 323 > N bas 8 . 5 
n a 2 1 oo — 9 9 3 7 Sw 9 
— 2 — 2 — - 4 3 — ratio _ 
—— 7; — 47% — — * — 5 — 2 44 
2 1 — 2 . 1 * 


—— 


* 
2 A * 
1 . 3: 


* * 


56 THE BFAUX STRATAGEM. 


Arch. Not at all; I have another for Gip/zy. 
Scrub. A guinea for her! Fire and faggot for the 
witch. —-Str, give me that guinea, and I'll diſcover 
a plot, ; ; 
Arch. A plot? | : 
Scrubs. Ay, fir, a plot, a horrid plot Firſt, it muſt 
be a plot becauſe there's a woman in't: ſecondly, it 
muſt be a plot, becauſe there's a prieſt in't: thirdly, 
it muſt be a plot, becauſe there's French gold in't: 
and fourthly, it mutt be a plot, becauſe I don't know 
what to make on't. 22 2 
Arch. Nor any body elſe, I'm afraid, brother ral. e 
Scrub. Truly I'm afraid fo too; for where's there's a 
prieſt and a woman, there's always a myſtery and a 


riddle— This, I know, that here has been the doctor 


wich a temptation in one hand, and an abſolution in the 
other, and Gip/ey has ſold herſelf to the devil; I ſaw the 
price ꝓaid down, my eyes ſhall take their oath on't. 
Arch. And is all this buſtle about Gip/zy ? N 
Scrub. That's not all; I eou'd hear but a word here 
and there; but I remember they mention'd a count, a 
cloſet, a back-door, and a key. eh 
Arch. The count! did you hear nothing of Mrs. Sullen? 
Scrub. I did hear ſome word that ſounded that way: 
but whether it was Halles or Dorinda, I cou'd not dif- 
Unguiſh, ne e OUS | 
Arch. You have told this matter to no body, brother ? 
Scrub. Told! no, fir, I thank you for that; I'm re- 
ſolv'd never to ſpeak one word, pro nor cox. till we 
have a peace. | 
Arch. You're i'th' right, brother Scrubs; here's a 
treaty a-foot between the count and the lady.—The 
rieſtand the chamber-maidare plenipotentiaries —— 
t ſhall go hard, but ll find a way to be included in 
the treaty, Where's the doctor, now? SE 
Scrub. He and Gip/ty are this moment devouring. 


my lady's marmalade in the cloſer. 


Aim. | From wwitbout] Martin, Martin | 

Arch. I come, fir, I com. 

Cera. But you forget the other guinea, brother * 
9 f hb. 


p 
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Arch.Here I give it with all my heart. [ Exit Archer, 

Scrub. And I take it with all my foul. Pcod, Pll 
ſpoil your plotting, Mrs. Gip/zy ; and if you ſhou'd 
{et the captain upon me, theſe two guineas will buy 
me off. LEN 
Enter Mrs. Sallen and Dorinda, meeting. 

Mrs. Sul. Well, ſiſter. 

Dor. And well, fiſter. | 

Mrs. Sul. What's become of my lord? 

Dor. What's become of his ſervant? 

Mrs. Sul. Servant! he's a prettier fellow and a finer 
gentleman by fifty degrees than his maſter. : 

Dor. O' my conſcience, I fancy you cou'd beg that 
fellow at the gallows foot, 97% 

Mrs. Sul. O' my conſcience I could, provided, I 
cou'd put a friend of yours in his room. 

Dor. You deſir'd me, fiſter, to leave you, when you 
tranſgreſs'd the bonnds of honour. 

- Mrs. Sul. Thou dear cenſorious country girl 
Whes doſt mean? Yon can't think of the man without 
the bedfellow, I find. | 

Dor. I don't find any thing unatural in that thought; 
while the mind is converſant with fleſh and blood, it. 

muſt conform to the humours of the company. 
Mrs. Sal. How a little love and converſation im- 
prove a woman? Why, child, you begin to live 
you never ſpoke before. 

Dor. Becauſe I was never ſpoke to before: my lord 
has told me, that Thave more wit and beanty than any 
of my ſex; and truly begin to think the man is ſincere. 

Mrs. Sul. You're in the right, Dorinda: pride is the 
life of a woman, and flattery is our daily bread, and 
* ſhe's a fool that won't believe a man there, as much as 
© ſhe believes him in any thing elſe—BarPll lay you 
a guinea that I had finer things ſaid to me than youhad. 

Dor. Done—— What did your fellow ſay to ye? 

Mrs. Sal. My fellow took the picture of Venus for 

mine. | | J 
Dor. But my lover took me for Venus herſelf. 

Mrs. Sul. Common cant ! had my ſpark call'd me 
a Venus directly, I ſhou'd have believ'd him à footm an 
in good carneſt. C 5 Dor. 


Ly 
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Dor. Bat my lover was upon his knees to me. 
Mrs. Sal. And mine was upon his tiptoes to me. 
Dor. Mine vow'd to die for me. 
Mrs. Sz/. Mine ſwore to die with me. 
Dor. Mine kiſs'd my hand ten thouſand times. 
Mrs. Sz/. Mine has all that pleaſure to come. 
Dor, Mine ſpoke the ſofteſt moving things. 
Mrs Sul. Ay, ay, mine had his moving th.ngs too. 
Dor. Mine offer'd marriage. 
Mrs Sul. O lard! d'ye call that a moving ng? 
Dor. The ſharpeſt arrow in his quiver, my dear ſiſter 
— Why, my twenty thouſand pounds may lie brooding 
here this ſeven years, and hatch nothing at laſt but ſome 
1]]-natur'd clown like yours: — Whereas, if I marry 
my Lord 4imwell, there will be title, place and prece- 
dence, the park, the play, and the drawing-room, ſplen- 
dor, equipage, noiſe and fiambeaux.— Hey, my Lady 
Aimauell's ſervants there—Lights, lights to the ſtairs 
—My Lady 4imwell's coach, put forward—Stand 
by; make room for her ladyſhip Are not. theſe 
things moving? What! melancholy of a ſudden ? 
Mrs Sul. Happy, happy ſiſter! your angel has been 
watchful for your happineſs, whilſt mine has ſlept re- 
gardleſs of his charge Long ſmiling * of circling 
.zoys for you, but not one hour for me [ Weeps. 
Dar. Come, my dear, we'll talk of ſomething elle. 
Mrs. Sal. O Derinda, I own myſelfa woman, full of 
[my tex; a gentle, generous ſoul, —* caſy and yielcing 
io ſoft deſires, a ſpacious heart, where love and all 
his train might Fe ww :?; and; muſt the fair apartment 
of my breaſt be made a ſtable for a brute to he in? 
Dor. Meaning your huſband, I ſuppoſe ? 
Mrs. Sul. Huſband ! No, Even huſband is too ſoft 
a name for ham. But come, I expect my brother here 
to- night or to-morrow ; he was abroad when my father 
marry'd-me; perhaps he'll find a way to make me eaſy. 
Dor. Will you promiſe not,to make yourſelf eaſy in 
the mean time with my lord's friend ? ert 
_ Mrs Sul. You miſtake me, ſiſter— It happens with 
us as among the men, the greateſt talkers are the greateſt 
are, : 12 5 2007 A 1 cowards: 
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ccwards: and there's a reaſon for it; thoſe ſpirits 
evaporate in prattle, which might do more miſchief if 
they took another 'courſe—— Tho', to confeſs the 
truth, I do love that fellow ;——and if I met him 
dreſt as he ſhoald be, and I undreſt as I ſhou'd be —- 
Look'e, ſiſter, I have no ſupernatural gifts; I 
can't ſwear I'cou'd rehit the temptation, though 
I can fafely promiſe to avoid it; and that's as much 
as the beſt of us can do. | [ Exeunt. 
Ester Aimwell and Archer laughing. 
Arxcb. And the awkward kindneſs of the good mo- 
therly old gentlewoman.— TONY 
Aim. And the coming ezſineſs of the young one 
1 Sdleath, 'tis pity to deceive her. | 
Archs Nay, if you adhere to thoſe principles, ſtop : 
where you are. | 4 ; 
Aim. I can't ftop ; ſor I love her to diſtraction. 
Arch. Sdeath, if you love her a hair's breadth be- 
yond diſcretion, you muſt go no farther: 


ry 


Aim. Well, well, any thing to deliver us from ſaun- 
tering away our idle evenings at White's, Tom's, or 
Will's, and be ſtinted to bare looking at our old ac- 
* quaintance, the cards, becauſe our impotent pockets - 
can't afford us a guinea for the mercenary drabs. 

* Arch. Or be obliged to ſome purſe- proud coxbomb 
for a ſcandalous bottle, where we muſt not pretend to 
our ſhare of the diſcourſe, becauſe we can't pay our 
* clab o'th' reckoning :—— Damn it, I had rather 
, 3 upon Morris, and ſup upon a diſh of bohea : 
* {cor'd behind the door. 5 

Aim. And there expoſe our want of ſenſe by talking 
* criticiſms, as we ſhauld our want of money by railing 


* 


at the government. | 

© Arch. Or be oblig'd to-ſneak into the ſide- box, and 

« Between both houſes ſteal two acts of a play; and be- 

* cauſe we han't money to ſee the other three, we come 
away diſcontented, and damn the whole five. 

Aim. And ten thouſand ſuch raſcally tricks Had 

* we out-liv'd ov r fortunes among our acquaintance. 

But. no- "FO 


Arch. 
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Arch. Ay, now is the time to prevent all 2 15 rike 
while the iron is hot — The prieſt is the Iuckieſt part 
of our adventure; he ſhall marry you, and pimp for me. 

© Aim. But I ſhould not like a woman that can be ſo 
fond of a Frenchman. SY 

* Arch. Alas, fir, neceſſity has no'law; the lady may 
© be in diſtreſs; perhaps ſhe has a confounded huſband, 
and her revenge may carry her farther than her love: 
© —Egad, I have ſo good an opinion of her, and of my- 
* ſelf, that I begin to fancy ſtrange things! and we muſt 
© ſay this for the honour of our women, and indeed of 
* ourſelves, that they do ſtick to their men, as they do 
© © to their Magna Charta, —If the plot lies as I ſuſpect 
AI muſtput on the gentleman But here comes the 
doctor: 1 ſhalt be ready. _ [ Exit. 

Enter Foigard. | 

Foig. Saave you, noble friend, ve 

Aim. O fir, your ſervant: Pray, doctor, may T 
crave your name? | 
Foig. Fat naam is upon me? My naam is Forgard, joy. 
Aim, Foigard! a very good name for a clergyman: 
Pray, doctor Foigard, were you ever in {roland ? _ 

Foig. Ireland ! No, joy; — Fat ſort of plaace it dat 
ſaam Ireland? Dey ſay de people are catch'd dere when 
dey are young. : 

Aim. And ſome of em here when they are old ;— 
as for example Tales Foignard by tbe Shoulder | Sir 
I arreft you as a traytor againſt the government ;. 
your'e a ſubject of Exgland, and this morning ſhew'd 
nie a commiſſion by which you ſerv'd as chaplain in. 
the French army: This is death by our law, and 
your reverence mult hang for't. 

Foig. Upon my ſhoul, noble friend, dis is flrange 
news you tell me, Fader Foigard a ſubje&.of England / 
de fon of a Burgomaſter of Brufſels, a ſubject of Engy 
land ! Uboobeo = if 

Aim. The ſon of a Bog-trocter in Feland ; ſir, your 
tongue will condemn you before any bench in the 
kingdom. | 

Foig: And is my tongue all your cvidenfh, * Ty 

Ns FS Ain. 
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Aim. That's enough. 

HFHoig. No, no, joy, for I will never ſpaakd Exgliſi 
no more. ES 

Aim. Sir, I have other evidence= Here Martin, 
you know this fellow. | 
_*_ _ Enter Archers 

Arch. [ In a brogue] Saave you my dear cuſſen, how. 
does your health ? | 

Foig. Ah | upon my ſhoul dere is my countryman,, 
and his brogue will hang mine. [4/ide.] Mynbere, ick 
| wet neat watt hey zacht, ick univverſfton ewe neut, ſacra- 
ment. | | 

Aim. Altering your language won't do, fir, this 
fellow. knows your perſon, and will ſwear to your 
face. | 

Teig. Faaſh.! fey, his dere brogue upon my ſaaſn 
too! | 
Arch. Upon my ſoulvation dere iſh: joy But, 
Cuſſen Maciſbaue, vil you not put a remembrance up- 
on me. 

Foig. Mackſhane ! by St. Patrick, dat is my naam: 
fhure enough. LAfde. 

Aim. I fancy Archer, you have it. a 

Foig. The devil hang you, joy.—— By fat acquain-- 
tance are you my cuſſen ? | . 

. Arch. O, de devil hang your ſhelf, joy; you know 
we were little boys togeder upon de ſchool, and your 
foſter-moder's: ſon was marry'd upon my nurſe's; 
chiſter, joy, and ſo we are Bub cuſtens.. 

Foig. De devil taake de relation! Vel, joy, and fat 
ſchool was it ? | ; 

Arch, I think it vas—aay.—' Twas T i#perary.. 

Foig. Now, upon my ſhoul, joy, it was Kilkenny.. 

Aim. That's enough for us ſelf- confeſſio 
come, ſir, we muſt deliver you into the hands of the 
next magiſtrate. | | | | 

Arch. He ſends. you to goal, you're try'd. next. 
aſſizes, and away you go ſwing into purgatory. 

Foig. And is it ſho wid you, cuſſen ? ? 

Arch. It wil be ſho wid you, cuſſen, if you don't 

| imme 
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immediately confeſs the ſecret between yon and Mrs. 
Gipfey—Look'e, fir; the gallows or the ſecret, take 
your choice. 

Foig. The gallows | upon my ſhoul I hate that 
ſhame gallows, for it is a diſeaſh dat is fatal to our 
family.—Vel, den, there is nothing, ſhentlemens, 
but Mrs. Salla wou'd ſpaak wid the Count in her 
chamber at midnight, and dere is no harm, joy, for 
I am to conduct the Count to the plaaſh my ſelt: 

Arch. As I gueſs'd. Have you communicated the 
matter to the Count? 

Foig. I have not ſheen him ſince. 

Arb. Right again; why then, doctor; you ſhall 
conduct me to the lady inſtead of the Count 

. Fat my cuſſen to the lady! upon my ſhoul, | 
gra, dat's too much upon the brogue. 

Arch. Come, come, doctor; conſider we Ws got 
a rope about your neck, and if you offer to ſqueak, 
we'll top your wind-pipe, moſt certamly.; we ſhall - 
have another job for you in a day or two, I hope. 

Aim. Here's company coming this way, let's into 
my chamber, and there concert our affairs further. 

Arch. Come, my dear cuſſen, come along. 

Foig. Arra the devil taake our relaſhion. a 
Eater Boniface, Hounſlow, and Bagſhot at one door, 3 
| Gibbet at the oppoſite. 

75. well, gentlemen, tis a fine 8 for our en- 
ter prize. 

Hounf. Dark as hell. 

Bag. And blows like the devil; our landlord: here 
has thewn us the window where we muſt break in, and 
tells us the plate ſtands in the wain ſeoat cupboard in 
the parlour. 

Der. Ay, ay, Mr. Bag ſhot, as the ſaying is, knives 
and forks; cups, and cans, tumblers and tankards,—-: 
There's one tankard, as the ſaying 1s, that's near 
upon as big as me; it was a Pets nt 2 the ſquire 
from his god- mother, and ſmells of nutmeg and toaſt, 
like an Ea/?-India ſnu p. 

Hounſ. Then you ſay we muſt divide at che Kur- 
head. 

1 | Bon, 


* 
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Bon. Yes, Mr. Hounſkw, as the ſaying is——at 
one end of the gallery hes my Lady Bozntiful and her 
daughter, and at the other, Mrs. Sullen—as for the 
*ſquire | 

2675. He's ſafe enough, I have fairly enter'd him, 
and he's more than halt ſeas over already Bat ſuch 
a parcel of ſcoundrels are got about him there, that 
egad I was aſham'd to be ſeen in their company. 

Bon. Tis now twelve, as the ſaying is—gentle- 
men, you muſt ſet out at one. 45 0h; 

Gib. Hounſloz2, do you and Bagſbot ſee our arms 
fix'd, and I'll come to you preſently. 

Heunſ. and Bag. We will. ky [ Exenunt. 

Gib. Well, my dear Benny,, you aſſure me that 
Scrub is a coward, | 

Bon. A chicken, as the ſaying i5—you'll have no 
creature to deal with but the ladies. 

Gib. And I can aſſure you, friend, there's a great 
deal of addreſs and good manners in robbing a lady; 
Jam the moſt a gentleman that way that ever travelled 

the road but, my dear Bonny, this prize will be a 
pans a Vigo buſineſs ——1 warrant you we ſhall 
ring off three or four thouſand pound. 

Bon. In plate, jewels, and money, as the ſaying is, 
you may. | | | 1 

Gib. Why then, Jyburn, I defy thee: I'Il get up 
to town, ſell off my horſe and arms, buy my ſelf ſome 
E employment in the law, and be as ſnug and as 

oneſt as e're a long gown of em all. Ns 

Bon. And what think you then of my daughter 

 Gheyyy for +wifet <1 3 2th i 3 7 
'—— Gib. Look'e, my dear Benny — Cherry is the Goddeſs 
I adore, as the ſong goes; but it is a maxim, that 
man and wife mould never have it in their power to 


hang one another; for if they ſhou'd,' the Lord have 
"mercy upon em both, 325 


Exeunt. 


> + 


ACT. 


* * Py 
* 
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£0 XV. 


—— 


8c E NE continues. Knocking avithout. 
Fater Boniface. 


Son. (Oe coming—a coach and fix foaming 
horſes at this time o'night !. ſome great 
man, as the ſaying: is, for. he ſcorns to travel with 
other people: 
Enter Sir Charles Freeman. , 

Sir Ch. What, fellow ! a public. houſe,. and a-bed: 
when other people ſleep? | | 

Bon. Sir, I an't a-bed,. as the ſaying is. 

Sir C. L.fee that, as the ſaying is! is Mr. Sallex's- 
family a- bed, think ye ? _ 

Bon: All but the *ſquire himſelf, ſir, as the ſaying: 
is, he's in the houſe, _ | 

Sir Ch. What company has he? | 

Bon. Why, ſir, there's the conſtable, Mr. Gage the 
exciſeman, the hunch-back'd.barber, and two or three 
[ther gentlemen. 
Sir Ch. I find my fiſter's. letters gave me the true 
picture of her ſpouſe. | 
435 Enter Sullen drunk, 

non. Sir, here's IIs. 8 

Sul. The puppies left me aſleep fir. 

Sir Ch. Well. far. = | 

Sul. Sir, Jam an unfortunate man—I have three 
thouſand pounds a year, and I can't get a man to- 
drink a cup of ale with me. | 
Sir Ch. That's very hard: 
Sul. Ay, fir, — and unleſs you have pity. upon me, 
and ſmoke one pipe with me, I muſt e en go home to 
my wife, and I had rather go the devil by half. 

Sir Ch. But I preſume, fir, you won't ſee your” 
wile to-night, ſhe'll be gone to-bed—— you don't uſe 


Sul. 


2. 


to lie with your wife in that pickle ? 
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Sul. What! not he with my wife! Why, fir, do 
you take me for an atheiſt, or a rake ? - 

Sir Ch. If you hate her, fir, I think you had botter 
he from her. 

Sul. I think ſo too, friend — but I am a juſtice of 
peace, and muſt do nothing againſt the law. 

Sir Ch, Law! as I take it, Mr. Juſtice, no vow 
obſerves law for law's ſake, only for the yeod of 
for whom it was made. 

Sul. But if the law orders me to ſend you to goal, 
you mult lie there my friend. 

Sir Ch, Not unleſs [ commit a crime to deſerve it. 

Sul. A crime! oons, an't I marry'd ? 

Sir Ch. Nay, fir, if you call marriage a crime, you 
muſt diſown it for a law. 

Sul, Eh!——I muft be acquainted with you, fir, 
—but, ſir, I ſhould be very glad to know the truth 
of this matter, 

Sin Ch, Truth, fir, is a profound ſea, and few there 
be that dare wade deep enough to find ont the bottom 
on't. Beſides, fir, I'm afraid the line of your under- 
ſtanding mayn't be long enough. 

Sul. Jobe 'e, fir, 1 * nothing to ſay to your ſea 
of truth, but if a good parcel of land can entitle a man 
to a little truth, I have as much as any he in the 
county. 

Bon. I never heard your worſhip, as the feyiag f is, 
talk fo much before. 

Sul. Becauſe I never met with a man that I lik'd 
before. a 

Bon. Pray, fir, as the fa is, +. * you one 
queſtion: 4 not man e 

Sir Ch. Vou and your wife, Mr. prong ws be one 
fleſh, becauſe you are nothing elſe—— but rational 
creatures have minds that muſt be united. « 

Ful. Minds! 

Sir Ch. Ay, minds, fir; don't you think that the, 
mind takes place of the body ? * 

Sul. In ſome people. | 4. 

Sir Ch. Then the intereſt of the maſter muſt be 


conſulted before that of his ſervant. 
Sn 
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Sal. Sir, you ſhall dine with me to-morrow 
cons, I always thought that we were naturally one. 

Sir Ch. Sir, I know that my two hands are natu- 
rally one, becauſe they love one another, kiſs one 
* another,” help one another in all the actions of life; 
but I cou'd not ſay ſo much if F were always at 
cuffs. 
Sl. Then tis plain that we are two. 

Sir Ch; Why don't you part with her, fir ? 

Sul. Will you take her, fir?  —_ 

Sir Ch, With all my heart. 

Sul. You ſhall have her to-morrow morning, and 4 


. veniſon-paſty i into the bargain. 


Sir Ch. You'll let me have her fortune too? 
Sul. Fortune! why, fir, I have- no quarrel to her 


fortune I only hate the woman, fir, and none but 


the woman ſhall go. 

Sir Ch. But 1 fortune, 1 

Sul. Can you play at whiſt, fir? 

Sir Ch. No, truly, fir. 
| wt 4 Nor at. all-fours ?. 

Sir Ch. Neither. 

Sul. Oons! where was this man bred [Alide. "Tal 
me, fir, I can't go home, *tis but two a-clock. 

Sir Ch. For half an hour, fir, if you pleaſe—but 
you muſt conſider tis late. 

Cul. Late! that's the reaſon I can't go to bed 
Come, ſir Exeunt. 
Enter Cherry, runs acroſs. the tage, and knocks al Aim- 

well's chamber- door. . Ln in his nigbt- 

cap and goaun. f 

Aim. What's the matter! > you | tremble, child, you're 
frighted.! ! 
ber. No wander, fir—but in Mort, fie, this very. 
minute a gang of rogues are gone to rob my Lady, 
r e 's houſe. 

. Aim: How? ... .- 

Cher. I dogg'd 'em to the very door, and left em 

breaking in. 


Aim. Have you alarm'd any body alle with the 


news ? 


s 4 6 | | « v Chas * 
= , ; 47 
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- Cher. No, no, fir, I wanted to have diſcover'd the 


whole plot, and twenty other things, to your man 
Martin; but I have ſearch'd the whole houſe, and 
can't find him; where is he? 

Aim. No matter, child; will you guide me imme- 
diately to the houſe ? Fo | 

Cher. With all my heart, fir; my Lady Bountiful 
is my godmother, and I love Mrs. Dorinda ſo wel! — 
Aim. Dorinda! The name inſpires me, the glory 
and the danger ſhall be all my own—Come, my life, 
let me but get my ſword. l [ Exeurt. 


SCENE changes to the 1 in Lady | 
| Bountiful's Houſe. 


Enter Mrs. Sullen and Dorinda, undre/s'd; a Table 


; and Lights. | 
Der. Tis very late, ſiſter, no news of your ſpouſe 
yer? 5 


Mrs. Sul. No, 1 condemn'd to be alone till to- | 


wards four, and then perhaps I may be executed with 
his company. ; | 


Dor. Well, my dear, Pl leave you to your reſt; 


you'll go directly to bed, I ſuppoſe. 
' Mrs. Sul. I don't no what to do; hey-ho:. ' 

Dor. That's a deſiring ſigh, ſiſter. TO 
Mrs. Sul. This is a languiſhing hour, ſiſter. 

Dor. And might prove a critical minute if the pret- 
ty fellow were here. a | 

Mrs. Sal. Here? what in my bed-chamber,.. at two 
o'clock i'th' morning, I undreſs'd, the family aſleep, 
my hated huſband abroad, and. my lovely fellow at 
my feet O gad, ſiſteg. | | 

Dor. Thoughts are free, ſiſter, and them I allow 
you — So, my dear, good night. [Exit 
Mrs. Sal. A good reſt to my dear Dorinda 
Thoughts free! are they ſo? why then ſuppoſe, him 
here, dreſs'd like a youthful, gay, and burning bride- 
groom, [ Here Archer fteals.out of the cloſet ] with tongue 
enchanting, eyes bewitching; knees imploring. [ Taurus 


 alitth ou one fide aud ſees Archer in the poſture fries deferiber. 
| > | Ah! 
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Ah! [Shrieks, and runs to the other fide of the ſtage. 
Have my thoughts rais'd a ſpirit ? Wha — fo; 
a man or a devil? 

Arch. A man, a man, madam. [Rifeng. 
Mrs. Sul. How ſhall I be ſure of it? : 

Arch: Madam, VI ll give you demonſtration this 
minute. [Takes ber hand. 
Mrs. Sul. What, fir! do you intend to be rude? 

Arch. Yes, madam, if you pleaſe. 

Mrs. Sul. In the name of wonder, whence came ye? 

Arch. From the ſkies, madam—l'm a Jupiter in 
love, and you ſhall be my Alcmena. 

Mrs. Sul. How came you in? 

Arch, I flew in at the window, madam ; your cou- 
fin Cupid lent me his wings, and your ſiſter Venus 
open'd the caſement. | 

Mrs. Sul. Pm ſtruck dumb with admiration. 

Arch. And I with wonder. [ Looks paſſionately at her. 

Mrs. Sal. What will become of me? | 

© Arch.” How beautiful ſhe looks! the teeming. 
Jolly ſpring ſmiles in her blooming face, and when. 
ſhe was conceiv'd, her mother ſmelt to roſes, look'd 
on lilies- | 

Lilies unfold their white, their fragrant charms, 

When the warm ſun thas darts into their arms. 


[ Rurs 10 her, > 
Mrs. Sal. Ah! [ Shrieks. 
Arch. Oons, madam, what do you mean? you'll 
raiſe the houſe. | 
Mrs. Sul. Sir, I'll wake the dead before I bear this. 
What! approach me with the freedoms of a keeper! 
I'm glad on't, your impudegce has cur'd me. 
Arch. If this be impudence, I Kxeel-] I leave to your 
artial ſelf; no panting pil rim, after a tedious, pain- 
ul voyage, e er bow'd before his ſaint with more de- 


votion. 


Mrs. Sal. Now, now, I'm ruin'd if he kneels. 
FAfae. } Riſe thou ere, engineer, not all chy un- 
dermining ſkill ſhall reach my heart. Riſe, and know 


Lam a woman without my ſex; I can love to all the 
2 | f tender 


THE BEAUX STRATAGEM. 65 


tenderneſs of wiſhes, ſighs and tears—But go no far- 
ther—Still to convince you that I'm more than wo- 
man, I can ſpeak my frailty, confeſs my weakneſs 
even for But 

Arch. For me! [Going to lay hold on "i 
Mrs. Sul. Hold, fir, build not upon that—for my 
moſt mortal hatred follows, if you difobey what I 
command you now——leave me this minute=—If he 
denies, I'm loſt. LA lde. 

Arch. Then you'll promiſe— 

Mrs. Sul. * thing another time. 

Arch. When ſhall I come? 

Mr. Sal. To-morrow, when you will. 

Arch. Your lips muſt ſeal the promiſe. 

Mrs. Sal. Pſhaw? » 

Arch. They muſt, they muſt, [ X;/es her.] eee 
and paradiſe ! and why not now, my angel? The time, 
the place, ſilence and ſecrecy, all confpire-—And the 
now conſcious ſtars have pre-ordain'd this moment for 
my happineſs, [T ates her in his arms, 

Mrs. Sul. You will not, cannot, ſure. 

Arch. If the ſun rides fait, and diſappoints not 
mortals of to- morrow's dawn, this night ſhall> crown 
my joys. 

Mrs. Sal. My ſex's pride aſſiſt me. 

Arch, My ſex's ſtrength help me. 

Mrs. Su. You ſhall kill me firſt. 8 

Arch. I'll die with you. ing her 

Mrs. Sul. Thieves, thieves, MET bon... — e of 

Enter Scrub in his Breeches, and one Shoe. 
Scrub. Thieves, thieves, murther, popery ! 

Arch. Ha! the very timorous flag will kill in rut- 
ting-time. Draaus and effers to ftab Scrub. 

Scrub. [ Kneeling.) O pray, ſir, Ipare all I have, 
and take my life. . 


Mrs. Sd. [Holding Archer's Hand.] What does the 


fellow mean? 


Scrub. O madam, down upon your knees, your 
marrow- bones he's one of thin, | 


Arch. Of whom? 


Scrub, 
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Scrub. One of the rogues——T beg your pardon, 
one of the honeſt gentlemen that juſt now are broke 
anto the houſe. | 

Arch. How! | h 

Mrs. Sal. I hope you did not come to rob me? 

Arch. Indeed I did, madam, but I wou'd have taken 
nothing but what you might ver» well ha'ſpar'd ; but 
your crying thieves, has wak”: this dreaming fool, 
and ſo he takes em for granted. 

Scrub. Granted! *tis granted, fir; take all we have. 

Mrs. Sul. The fellow looks as if he were broke out 
of Bedlam, | 

Scrub. Oons, madam, they're broke into the houſe 
with fire and{word; I ſaw them, heard them, they'll 
be here this minute. 

Arch. What, thieves! 

Scrub. Under favour, fir, I think fo. 

Mrs. Sal. What ſhall we do, fir? 5 "bo 

Arch. Madam, I with your ladyſhip a good night. 

Mrs. Sul. Will you leave me? 7 a 

Arch. Leave you! lord, madam, did not you com- 
"mand me to be gone juſt now, upon pain of your im- 
: mortal hatred. | | 
Mrs. Sul. Nay, but pray, fir 
| [Tales hold of him. 

Arch. Ha, ha, ha! now comes my turn to be ra- 
viſh'd—You ſee now, madam, you muſt.uſe men one 
way or other ; but take this by the way, good, ma- 
dam, that none but a fool will give you the benefit of 
his courage, unleſs you'll take his love along with it 
— How are they arm'd, friend? 

Scrub. With ſword and piſtol, fir. : 

Arch. Huſh! —I ſee a dark lanthorn coming thro? 
the gallery Madam, be aſſur'd I will protect you, 

or loſe my life. 
Mrs. Sul. Your life! no fir, they can rob me of 
nothing that I value half ſo much ; therefore now, ſir, 
let me intreat you to be gone. g 

Arch. No, madam, I'll confult my own ſafety, for 
the ſake of yours; I'Il work by ſtratagem: have you 
ä courage 
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courage enough to ſtand the appearence of em? 
Mrs. Sul. Yes, yes, fince I have ſcap'd your hands, 
I can face any thing. Le | | 
Arch. Come hither, brother Scrub; don't you know 
me? 3 
Scrub. Eh! my dear brother, let me kiſs thee. 
| [K/es Archer. 


Arch. This way Here | 
| [ Archer and Scrub hide behind the bed. 
Enter Gibbet, with a dark lanthorn in one hand, and 
| " » - -@a Piſtol in other. © | 
Gib. Ay, ay, this is the chamber, and the lady 
alone. 12 + 
Mrs. Sul. Who are you, fir ? What wou'd you have? 
D'ye come to rob me? 
G:ib. Rob you! alack-a-day, madam, I'm only a 
- younger brother, madam; and ſo, madam, if you 
make a noiſe, PII ſhoot you tarough the head: but 
don't be afraid, madam, [¶ Laying his lanthorn and pi/- 
tol upon the table.] Theſe rings, madam; don't be 
concern'd, madam ; I have a profound reſpe& for you, 
madam, your keys, madam; don't be frighted, ma- 
dam, I'm the moſt of a gentleman : [Searching her 
pockets.) This necklace, madam; I never was rude 
to any lady ! I have a veneration— for this necklace— 
[Here Archer Having come round, ard ſeiz'd the piſtol, 
takes Gibbet by the collar, trips up his heels, and claps 
the piſtol to his breaſt. ] | | | 
Arch. Hold, profane villain, and take the reward 
of thy ſacrilege. | 8 
G. b. Oh! pray, fir, don't kill me; I an't prepar'd. 
Arch. How many is there of em, Scrub? . 
Scrub. Five and forty, fir. | 


Arch. Then I muſt kill the villain, to have him out 
of the way. 


Gib. Hold! hold! fir; we are but three, upon my 
honour, 
Arch. Scrub, will you undertake to ſecure him? 

Scrub. Not I, fir ; kill him, kill ham. 
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Arch. Run to Gip/ey's-chamber, there you'll find the 
doctor; bring him hither preſently. | : 
| [ Exit Scrub, running. 
Come, rogue, if you have a ſhort prayer, ſay it. 

Gzb. Sir, I have no p.ayer at all; the government 
has provided a-chaplain to ſay prayers for us on theſe 
occaſions. | | 

Mrs. Sul. Pray, fir, don't kill him: —Vou fright 
me as much as hum. 

Arch The dog ſhall die, madam,. for being the 
occaſion of my diſappointment——Surah, this mo- 


ment ĩs your laſt. b 


Gib. Sir, I'll give you two hundred pounds to ſpare 
my life. a | 

Arch. Have you no more, raſcal ? 
Si. Yes, ſir, I can command four hundred; but 
I mutt reſerve two of em to ſave my life at the ſeſ- 


ſions. | _— 4 
Enter Scrub and Foigard, _ 
Arch. Here, doctor: I ſuppoſe Scrub and you, be- 
tween you, may manage him: —— Lay hold of him. 
| [ Foigard /ays hold of Gibbet. 
SG.. What! turn'd over to the prieſt already 
Look'e, doctor, you come before your time; I an't 


condemn'd yet, I thank ye. 


Foig. Come, my dear joy, I vil ſecure your body 


and your ſhoul too; I will make you a good catholick, 


and give you an abſolution. | 
Gib. Abſolution! Can you procure me a pardon, 
doctor? 
Foig. No, joy. 
Gib. Then you and your abſolution may go to the 
evil. = 
Arch. Convey him into the cellar, there bind him: 
Tanke the piſtol, and if he offers to reſiſt, ſhoot 
kim thro' the head, - and come back to us with all 
the ſpeed you can. | 
Scrub, Ay, ay; come, doctor, do you hold him 
faſt, and I'll guard him. 
Mrs. Sal. But how came the doctor? 


Arch, 
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Arch. In ſhort, madam [ Shrieking without. ] 

_ *Sdeath! the rogues are at work with the other la- 

dies: I'm vex'd I parted with the piitol ; but I muſt 

fly to their aſſiſtance Will you ſtay here, madam, or 
venture yourſelf with me ? 

Mrs. Sul. O, with you, dear fir, with you. 

[ T akes him by the arm, and exeunt. 


SCENE changes to another apartment in the ſame 
| houſe. 


Enter Hounſlow dragging in lady Bountiful, and Bag- 
ſhot hauling in Dorinda; the rogues with froords 
drawn. | 


Hou. Come, come, your jewels, miſtreſs. 
Bag. Your keys, your keys, old gentlewoman. 
Enter Aimwell © and Cherry.“ 

Aim. Turn this way, villains; I durſt engage an 
army in ſuch a cauſe. [ He engages em both. 

Dor. O, madam, had I but a ſword to help the 
© brave man 

L. Boun. There's three or four hanging up in the 
© hall; but they won't draw. I'Il go fetch one how- 
© ever. 8 1 [Exit.? 

Enter Archer and Mrs. Sullen. - 

Arch. Hold, hold, my lord ; every man his bird, 
pray. They engage man to man; the rogues are 
thrown down and diſarm d. 

* Cher. What! the rogues taken! then they'll im- 
peach my father! I muſt give him timely notice. 
| * [ Runs out. 
Arch. Shall we kill the rogues ? 
Aim. No, no; we'll bind them. 
Arch. Ay, ay ; here madam, lend me your garter. 
[To Mrs. Sullen, who lands by him. 
Mrs. Sul. The devil's in this fellow ; he tights, 
loves, and banters all in a breath: here's a cord that 
the rogues brought with 'em, I ſuppoſe. 
Arch. Right, right, the rogue's deſtiny, a rope to 
hang hunſelf — Come, my lord, —— this is but 
D a ſcan- 
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a ſcandalous. ſort of an office, [ Binding the regues to- 
ther] if our adventures ſhould end in this ſort of hang 
man-work ; but I hope there is ſumething in proſpect 
that Enter Scrub.] Well, Scrub, have you ſecured 
your 7 artar ? 

Scrub. Yes, fir, I left the prieſt and him diſputing 
about religion. | 

Aim. And pray carry theſe gentlemen to reap the 
benefit of the controverſy. [ Delivers the priſoners 10 
Eng Scrub, who leads em out. 

Mrs. Sul. Pray, ſiſter, how came my lord here? 

Dor. And pray, how came the gentleman here ? 

Mrs. Sul. P11 tell you the greateſt piece of villany— 

[They talk in dumb ſhew, 

Aim. 1 fancy, Archer, you have been more ſucceſs- 
ful in your adventure than the houſe-breakers. 

Arch. No matter for my adventure, yours is the 
principal Preſs her this minute to marry you, 
now while ſhe's hurry'd between the palpitation 
of her fear, and the joy of her deliverance, now 
while the tide of her ſpirits are at high- flood. 
throw yourſelf at her feet, ſpeak ſome remantict non- 
ſenſe or other ;—* addrefs her, like Alexander, in the 
© height of his victory, confound her ſenſes, bear 
down her reaſon, and away with her : The prieſt 
is now in the cellar, and dare not refuſe to do the 
work. 1 | 

Aim. But how ſhall I get off without being ob- 
ſerv'd ? 

Arch. You a lover! and not find a way to get off 
—Let me ſee. 

Aim. You bleed, Archer. 

Arch. *Sdeath, I'm glad on't; this wound will do 
the bufineſs—P'!1 amuſe the old lady and Mrs. Sullen 
about dreſſing my wound, while you carry off Do- 
rinda. | | 

Enter Lady Bountiful,” 

L. Boun. Gentlemen, cou'd we underſtand how 

you wou'd be gratified for the ſervices—— 


* 


Arch. Come, come, my lady, this is no time for 


L. Boun. 


aomplinents; I'm wounded, madam. 
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L. Beun. And Mrs. Sul. How! wounded! 
Dor. J hope, ſir, you have received no hurt? 
Aim. None but what you may cure | 
x [ Makes love in dumb fbew. 
L. Boun. Let me ſee your arm, fir—l mult have 
ſome powder-ſugar to ſtop the blood O me! an 
ugly gaſh, upon my word, ſir, you muſt go into bed. 
Arch. Ay, my lady, a bed wou'd do very well 
Madam, [To Mrs. Sullen] will you do me the favour 
to conduct me to a chamber: | 
L. Boun. Do, do, daughter, —while I get the 
lint, and the probe, and plaiiter ready. 
Runs out one way, Aimwell carries of Dorinda 
another. 
Arch. Come, madam, why don't you obey your 
mother's commands ? 
Mrs. Sul. How can you, after what 1s paſt, have 
the confidence to aſk me? | FR 
Arch. And if you go to that, how can you, after 
what is paſt, have the confidence to deny me 
Was not this blood ſhed in your defence, and my life 
expos'd for your protection ?—Look'e, madam, I'm 
none of your romantick fools, that fight giants and 
monſters for nothing; my valour is downright Swi ; 
I am a ſoldier of fortune, and muſt be paid. 
Mrs. Sul. Tis ungenerous in you, fir, to upbraid 
me with your ſervices. 
Arch. Tis ungenerous in you, madam, not to re- 
ward *em. | | 
Mrs. Sul. How! at the expence of my honour. 
Arch. Honour ! Can honour conſiſt with ingrati- 
tude ? If you wou'd deal like a woman of honour, do 
like a man of honour: d'ye think I wou'd deny you 
in ſuch a caſe ? | 


Enter Gipley, 
Gip. Madam, my lady order'd me to tell you, that 
your brother is below at the gate. 
Mrs. Sul. My brother! Heavens be prais'd :—Sir, 
he ſhall thank you for your ſervices ; he has it in his 


power. 


D 2 Arch. 
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Arch. Who is your brother, madam ? 

Mrs. Sul. Sir Charles Preeman : You'll excuſe 
me, ſir; I muſt go and receive him. [ Ext. 

Arch. Sir Charles Freeman Sdeath and hell 
My old acquaintance. Now, unleſs Aimavuell has 
made good uſe of his time, all our fair machine goes 
ſouſe into the ſea, like an Ediſtone. [ Exit. 


SCENE changes to the gallery in the ſame houſe. 
Enter Aimwell and Dorinda, 


Der. Well, well, my lord, you have conquer'd ; 
your late generous action will, I hope, plead for my 
eaſy yielding; tho' I muſt own, your lordſhip had a 
friend in the fort before. | 

Aim. The ſweets of Hybl/a dwell upon her tongue 
— Here, doQtor- 

Enter Foigard with a book, 

Toig. Are you prepar'd bote. | 

Dor. Pm ready: but firſt, my lord, one word 
I have a frightful example of a haſty marriage in my 
own family; when I reflect upon't, it ſhocks me. 
Pray, my lord, conſider a little 
i Aim. Conſider! Do you doubt my honour, or my 

ove ? | 
Dor. Neither: I do believe you equally juſt as 
brayve—And were your whole ſex drawn out for me 
to chuſe, I ſhou'd not caſt a look upon the multitude 
if you were abſent—But, my lord, I'm a woman ; 
colours, concealments may hide a thouſand faults 
in me—therefore know me better firſt; I hardly 
dare affirm I know myſelf in any thing except my 
love. 

Aim. Such goodneſs who cou'd injure ! I find my- 
ſelf unequal to the taſk of villain ; ſhe has gain'd my 
ſoul, and made it honeſt like her own I cannot 
hurt her. [A/fge.] Doctor, retire. [Exit Foigard, 
madam, behold your lover and your proſelyte, and 
judge of my paſſion by my converſion———Pm 5 

5 a ye, 
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a lie, nor r dare 1 give a fiction to your arms; I'm all 
a counterfeit, except my paſſion. 

Dor. Forbid it, heaven? A counterfeit! - 

Aim. I am no lord, but a poor needy man, come 
with a mean, a ſcandalous defign to prey upon your 
fortune: — But the beauties of your mind and per- 
ſon have ſo won me from myſelf, that, like a truſty 
ſervant, I N the intereſt of my miſtreſs to my 
own. 

Dor. © Sure, I have had the dream of ſome poor 
mariner, a fleeping image of a welcome port, and 
wake involv'd in ftorms.? Pray, fir, who are 
you ? 

Aim. Brother to the man whoſe title I uſurp'd, but 
ſtranger to his honour or his fortune. 

Dor. Matchleſs honeſty !—Once I was proud, fir, 
of your wealth and title, but now am prouder that 
you want it: now I can ſhew, my love was juſtly 
levell'd, and had no aim but love. Doctor, 
come in. 

Enter Foigard at one door, Gipley at another, 0 
whiſpers Dorinda. 

Vour pardon, ſir; we ſhan't want you now, ſir. 
You muſt excuſe mel; wait on you-preſently. 

Exit with Gipſey. 

Foig. n my ſhoul, now, dis is fooliſh [ Exit. 

Aim Gone! and bid the Prieſt en has an 
cominous look. 


Exter Archer. 
Arch, Courage, Tem—Shall I wiſh you joy ? 
Ain. No. 
Arch. Oons! Man, what ha' you been doing? 
Ain. O Archer, my honeſty, I fear, has ruin'd me. 
Arch. How |! 
Aim. I have diſcover'd meſelf. | 
Arch. Diſcover d] and without my conſent ? What! 
have I embark'd my ſmall remains in the ſame bot- 
tom with yours, and you-diſpoſe of all without my 
2artnerſhip ? | 
Aim. O Archer, I own my fault, - 
D 3 ö 
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that I had almoſt- 
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Arch, After conviction— tis then too late for par- 
don— Vou may remember, Mr. Aimæueil, that you 
propos'd this folly—As you begun, ſo end it— 


Henceforth I'll hunt my fortune ſingle—ſo farewel. 


Aim. Stay my dear Archer, but a minute. 5 

Arch. Stay, | What to be deſpis'd, expos'd, and 
laugh'd at!——No, I wou'd ſooner change condi- 
tions with the worſt of the rogues we juſt now bound, 
than bear one ſcornful ſmile from the proud knight 
that once I treated as my * 

Aim. What Knight ? 

Arch. Sir Charles Freeman, brother to the lady 
But no matter for that, *tis a 
curſed night s work, and fo I leave you to make the 
beſt on't. 

Aim. Freeman — One word, Archer. Still I 
have hopes ? methought the receiv'd my confeſſion 
with-pleaſure. 

- Arch. *Sdeath, who dukes it ? 

Aim. She conſented after to the match; and ſtill 1 
dare believe ſhe will be juſt. 

Arch. To herſelf, I warrant her, as you ſhou'd 
have been. 

Aim. By all my hopes ſhe comes, and ſmiling 
comes. 


Enter Dorinda mighty gay. | 

Dor. Come, my dear lord Sov with impatience 
to your arms—— The minutes o 'abſence was a 
tedious year. Where's this prieſt ? 

Enter F oigard. 

Arch, Oons, a brave girl! 

Dor. I ſuppoſe, my lord, this gentleman is privy 
to our affairs ? 

Arch. Yes, yes, madam, I'm to be your father. 

Dor. Come, prieſt, do your office. 

Arch. Make hafte, make haſte; couple em an 
way. [Takes Aimwell's Hand.] Come, madam „I'm 
to give you G 

Der. My mind's alter'd ; I won't. 

Arch. Eh 


; , Aim. 
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Aim, I'm confounded. 

Faig. Upon my ſhoul, and fo is my ſhelf. 

Arch. What's the matter now, madam ? 

Dor. Look'e, fir, one generous action deſerves ano- 
ther. This gentleman's honour oblig'd him to 
hide nothing from me; my juſtice engages me to con- 
ceal nothing from him: in ſhort, fir, you are the perſon 
that you thought you counterfeited ; you are the true 
Lord Viſcount Aimævell, and I wiſh your lordſhip joy. 
Now, prieſt, you may be gone; if my lord is now 

pleas'd with the match, let his lordſhip marry me in 
the face of the world. | 

Aim. Archer, what dces ſhe mean ? 

Dor. Here's a witneſs for my truth. 

Enter Sir Charles and Mrs. Sullen. 

Sir Ch. My dear Lord Aimwell, I wiſh you joy. 

Aim. Of what? 

Sir Ch. Of your honour and eſtate. Your brother 
died the day before ] left London; and all your friends 
have writ after you to Bruſſels; among the reſt I did 
myſelf the honour. 

Arch. Heark'e, fir knight, don't you banter now ? 
Sir Ch. Tis truth, upon my honour. | 

Aim. Thanks to the pregnant ftars that form'd this 
accident. : | 

Arch. Thanks to the womb of time that brought 
it forth; away with it. | 

Aim. Thanks to my guardian angel that led me to 
the prize [Taking Dorinda's Hand. 

Arch. And double thanks to the noble Sir Charles 
Freeman. My Lord, I wiſh you joy. My Lady, I 
wiſh you joy. Egad, Sir Freeman, you're the ho- 
neſteſt ſellow living.—'Sdeath, I'm grown ftrangely 
airy upon this matter My lord, how d'ye ? 
A word, my lord: don't you remember ſomething 
of a previous agreement, that entitles me to the moiety 
of this lady's fortune, which, I think, will amount to 
ten thouſand pounds ? | 

Aim. Wot a penny, Archer : you wou'd ha” cut my 
throat juſt now, becauſe I wou'd not deceive this lady. 

I > Arch, 


| 


joy. 
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Arch. Ay, and I'll cut your throat till, if you 
ſhou'd deceive her now. | 

Aim. That's what I expect; and to end the diſpute, 
the lady's fortune is twenty thouſand pounds, we'll di- 
wy ſtakes; take the twenty thouſand pounds, or the 

ady. 

Dor. How! is your lordſhip ſo indifferent? 

Arch. No, no, no, madam, his lordſhip knows 
very well, that I'll take the money; I leave you to 
his lordſhip, and ſo we're both provided for. 

- Enter Foigard. | 
Foig. Arra fait, de people do ſay you be all robb'd, 


. The ladies have been in ſome danger, ſir, as 
you ſaw. 8 h 
Foig. Upon my ſhoul our inn be rob too. 
Aim. Our inn! by whom? | 
Foig. Upon my ſhalwation, our landlord has robb'd 
himſelf, and run away wid da money. 
Arch. Robb'd himſelf! 
Foig. Ay fait! and me too of a hundred pounds, 
Arch. Robb'd you of a hundred pound ! 
Foig. Yes fait honey, that I did owe to him. 
Aim. Our money's gone, Frank. 
Arch. Rot the money, my wench is gone 
Scavez vous quelque choſe de Mademoiſelle Cherry ? 
| Enter a fellow with a ſtrong box and a letter, 
Fell. Is there one Martin here ? 
Arch. Ay, ay, who wants him ? | 
Fell. T have a box here and a letter for him. 
Arch. [Taking the box.] Ha, ha, ha! what's here? 


\ Legerdemain ! By this light, my lord, our money again? 


But this unfolds the riddle. | Opening the letter, gens | 
Hum, hum, hum—O, tis for the public good, an 
muſt be communicated to the company. | 


Mr, Martin, 


M Y father being afraid of an impeachment by the 


rogues that are taken to-night, is gone off ; but if 
you can procure Him à pardon, bell make great diſcove- 
; 8 ries 


* 
ö 


8 
; 


de man doth not underſtand common ſhivility. 


a 
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ries that may be uſeful to the country: Cou'd I have 
met you inſtead of your maſter to-night, I wou'd have 
deliver d myſelf into your hands, with a ſum that much 
exceeds that in your flrong box, which ] hade ſent you, 
goith an aſſurance to my dear Martin, that I fball ever 
be his moſt faithful friend till death, Cherry Boniface. 


There's a billet-doux for you—As for the father, I 
think he ought to be encouraged, and for the daugh- 
ter Pray, my lord, perſuade your bride to take 


her into her ſervice inſtead of Gip/ey. 


Aim. I can aſſure you, madam, your deliverance 
was owing to her diſcovery. 
Dor. Your command, my lord, will do without 
the obligation. I'Il take care of her. | 
Sir Ch. This good company meets opportunely in 
favour of a deſign I have in behalfof my unfortunate 
ſiſter : I intend to part her from her huſband gentle - 
men, will you aſſt me ? 
Arch. Aſſiſt you! 'ſdeath, who wou'd not? 
Foig. Ay, upon my ſhoul, we'll all aſhiſt. 
Enter Sullen. 
Sul. What's all this? They tell me, ſpouſe, that 
vou had like to have been robb'd. 
Mrs. Sul Truly, ſpouſe, I was pretty near it 
Had not theſe two gentlemen interpos'd. 
Sul. How came theſe gentlemen here? 
Mrs. Sul. That's his way of returning thanks, you 
muſt know. | | | 
Faig. Ay, but upon my conſhience de queſtion. be 
a-propos for all dat. | 
Sir Ch. You promis'd laſt night, ſir, that you would 


deliver your lady to me this morning. 


Sul. Humph. 

Arch. Humph! what do you mean by humph ?— 
Sir you ſhall deliver her In ſhoxt, fir, we have 
ſav'd you and your family; and if you are not civil, 
we'll unbind the rogues, join with *em, and ſet fire to 
your houſe What does the man mean? Not part 


with his Wife! 


Foig. Arra, not part wid your wife! upon my ſhoul 
Mrs. 
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Mrs. Sul. Hold, gentlemen, all things here muſt 
move by conſent 5 compulſion would ſpoil us: let 
my dear and I talk the matter over, and you ſhall 
Judge it between us. 

ul. Let me know firſt who are to be our judges : 
Pray, ſir, who are you? 
Sir Ch. I am Sir Charles Freeman, come to take 
away your wife, | | 
Sul. And you, good fir? | 

Aim. Thomas Viſcount Aimwell, come to take away 
your ſiſter. | | r 
Sul. And you, pray fir ? 5 

Arch. Francis Archer, Eſq; come — | 

Sul. To take away my mother, I hope — Gentle. 
men, you're heartily welcome: I never met with three 
more obliging people ſince I was born And now, 
my dear, if you' pleaſe, you ſhall have the firſt word. 

Arch, And the laſt, for five pounds, [ Ade. 
Mrs. Sul. Spouſe. | 
Sul. Rib. . 
Mrs. Sul. How long have you been marry'd ? 
Sul. By the almanack, fourteen months ;—but by 
my account, fourteen years. 

Mrs. Sal. Tis thereabout by my reckoning. 

Foig. Upon my conſhience dere accounts vil agree, 

Mrs. Sul. Pray, ſpouſe, what did you marry for ? 
Sul. To get an heir to my eſtate. 
Sir Ch. And have you ſucceeded ? 

Sul. No. 

Arch. The condition fails of his ſide.— Pray, 
madam, what did you marry for ? "Mo 
Mrs. Sul. To ſupport the weakneſs of my ſex by 
the ſtrength of his, and to enjoy the pleaſures of an 
agreeable ſociety. 

Sir Ch, Are your expectations anſwer'd ? 

Mrs. Sul. No. | 

Foig. Arra honeys, a clear caaſe, a clear caaſe ! 

Sir Ch. What are the bars to your mutual content= 
ment? . 

Mrs. Sul. In the firſt place, I can't drink ale with him. 

Sul. Nor can I drink tea with ger. 


Mrs. 
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Mrs. Sul. I can't hunt with you. 
Sul. Nor can I dance with you. 
Mrs. Sul. I hate cocking and racing, 
Sul. And I abhor ombre and picquet, 
Mrs. Sul. Your Wence is intolerable. 
Hul. Your prating is worſe. | 
Mrs. Sul. Have we not been a perpetual offence 
© to each other A gnawing vulture at the heart ? 
Sul. A frightful goblin to the fight. 
Mrs. Sul. A porcupine to the feeling. 
© Sul. Perpetual wormwood to the taſte.” 
Mrs. Sul. Is there on earth a thing we can agree in? 
Sul. Yes——to part. | 
Mrs. Sul. With all my heart. 
Sul. Your hand. | 
Mrs. Sal. Here. | | 
Sul. Theſe hands join'd us, theſe ſhall part us 
Away | | | 
Mrs. Sul. Eaſt. 
Sul. Weſt. 
Mrs. Sul. North. 
Sul. South ; far as the poles aſunder. 
Foig. Upon my ſhoul, a very pretty ſneremony. 

Sir Ch. Now, Mr. Sullen, there wants only my ſiſ- 
ter's fortune to make us eaſy. : 
Sul. Sir Charles, you love your ſiſter, and J love her 

fortune ; every one to his fancy. 
Arch. Then you won't refund ? 
Sul. Not a ſtiver, 
Arch. What is her portion? 
Sir Ch. Twenty thouſand pounds, fir, | 
Arch. I'Il pay it: my lord, I thank him, has enabled 
me, and if the lady pleaſes, ſhe ſhall go home with me. 
This night's adventure has prov'd ſtrangely lucky to 
us all For Captain Gibbet, in his wall has made 
bold, Mr. Sullen, with your ſtudy and ſcrutoire, at d 
has taken out all the writings of your eſtate, all tte 
articles of marriage with your lady, bills, bonds, 
| leaſes, receipts, to an infinite value; I took em 
From him, and will deliver them to Sir Charles. 
Sul, How, my writings ! my head akes conſumedly. 
: f — Wel 
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—Well, gentlemen, you ſhall have her fortune, but 
I can't talk. If you have a mind, Sir Charles, to be 
merry, and celebrate my ſiſter's wedding and my di- 
vorce, you may command my houſe ! but my head 
akes conſumedly :—Scrub, bring me a dram. | 

* Arch. [To Mrs. Sull.] There's a country-dance to 
the trifle that I ſung to-day ; your hand, and we'll 


lead it up. 


© Here a dance. 


Arch. Twould be hard to gneſs which of theſe par- 


ties is the better pleas'd, the couple join'd, or the 


couple parted; the one rejoicing in hopes of an un- 
taſted - happineſs, and the other in their deliverance 


from an experienc'd miſery. 


Both happy in their ſeveral lates, aue find : 
| Thoſe parted ty conſent, and thoſe conjoin d. 
Conſent, if mutual, ſaves the lawyer's fee ; 
Conſent is law enough to ſet you free. 


a End of ebe Fifth Ad. 


EP x 20 0 DF. 
. F to our play your judgment can't be hind, 

Let its expiring author pity find: | 
Survey his mournful caſe with melting eyes, 
Ner let the bard be damn d before he dies. 
Forbear you fair, on his af ſcene to frown, 
But his true exit with a plaudit crown ; 
T ben ſhall the dying poet ceaſe to fear 
T he dreadful knell, while your applauſe he hears. 
At Leuctra /o the congu' ring Theban dy'd, 
Claim'd his de praiſes, but their tears deny d. 
Pleas' d in the pangs of death, he greatly thought 
Congueſt with los of life but cheaply bought. . 


Exeunt Omnes, 


LA 


The difference this, the Greek was one wou'd fight, 
A brave, tho not ſo gay, as Serjeant Kite: { 


Ye fons of Will's, what's that to thoſe who write! + 


, 


Tc Thebes alone the Grecian ow'd his bays, | : | 
N 


You may the bard above the hero raiſe, 


Sinte yours is greater than Athenian prai/e. 


| 


